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BRATVA BEAR SHIFTERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Best Friend 


HALLOWEEN WITH DAD'S BEST FRIEND 


Zooey has always felt kind of out of the loop when it comes 
to her father’s life. Since her parents divorced, she hasn’t 
had much to do with him. Now, he’s looking to be a bigger 
part of her life, starting this Halloween at his costume 
party. 


Enter Wes, her Dad’s older, hot best friend. He’s forty- 
one, charming and sexy, even when he’s at a masked ball. 
He might be twenty-years older than her, but Zooey can’t 
hide her attraction to him when they meet for the first time. 


As Zooey gets closer to her father and spends more time 
with Wes, she’s about to discover what it really means to fall 
for your Dad’s best friend. 


*Halloween With Dad’s Best Friend is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Be the first to know when new books are available. 


Get the occasional freebie. 


Join my mailing list by clicking on the link below... 


Click here ==> Get on the list 


CHAPTER 1 


Wes 


| want her as mine from the second my eyes lock on her. It 
feels almost wrong, seeing how young she is, but | can’t help 
myself from being attracted to her. It’s as though the whole 
world has faded into the background and now, there’s only 
her. That athletic body of hers has the primal side of me 
running wild, the need to take her into my arms and make 
her mine is strong. That ass of hers is so damn tempting, and 
her slender, athletic legs in her catsuit leave almost nothing 
to the imagination. | imagine what it would be like to peel 
back all that fake leather, and touch her bare skin. | picture 
running my hands through her sleek black hair and kissing 
her plump lips. 


If only | could see the face behind her mask... 


Zooey 


I’m not usually the sort to be on the lookout for a man - 
especially not at my father’s Halloween extravaganza - but 
there must be something in the air tonight. Across the room, 
a man I’ve never seen before has caught my eye, drawing 
me in like a magnet. | want to go and talk to him so badly, 
but | guess I’ve always been kind of shy around the opposite 
sex. I've never made love to a man. Hell, I’ve never even had 
my first real kiss. But something tells me this handsome 
older man, with his strong jaw and his sexy eyes hidden 
behind his masquerade mask, is going to be the one to 
sweep me off my feet. 


CHAPTER 2 


Wes 


These parties have never been my scene. Each and every 
year, my best friend and business partner, Lawrence, throws 
a Halloween extravaganza as a way of connecting with our 
friends and clients, but most years, | avoid it like the plague 
this year he somehow convinced me to come. Since our 
company involves event management, the last thing | want 
after a hard week at work is to spend my day at one. And the 
Halloween extravaganza isn’t just one day. It soans from 
Friday night to Sunday evening. A little over the top if you 
ask me, but that’s Lawrence for you. 


This place is like my worst nightmare. All the women here 
are dress up in slutty skimpy costumes while the men drool 
over them and make dumb attempts to catch their attention. 
Meanwhile, I’m off to the side, admiring this beautiful young 
woman from afar. She’s standing with Lawrence right now, 
making what looks like forced polite conversation. He’s 
probably trying to impress her with one of his lame jokes, 
and fortunately, she doesn’t look as though she’s biting. It 
allows me to examine her in peace. 


There’s something different about her. Sure, her outfit is a 
little provocative, though she looks uncomfortable in the 
pleather catsuit. | don’t know a thing about her. She could 
be a real bitch for all | know. But just watching her, | don’t 
get that impression. She looks kind of innocent, kind of 
sweet, like sugar. It makes her all the more enticing. I’m 
overcome by the desire to walk over there and kiss her in 
front of everyone. | want to know if she looks as good out of 
that catsuit as she looks in it. 


But there’s more to her. The other women here are playing 
up to impress the men in the room, acting dumb and trying 
to look pretty. This girl....she seems different. Something 
tells me she’s intelligent without being cocky, and damn, 
that’s attractive. I’ve been single for a long time now. I’m 
looking for someone special - someone who is just as smart 
as they are pretty. | could have any woman in the room, but 
there’s only one I’m interested in. | literally can’t take my 
eyes off her. 


| have to remind myself that this is technically a business 
event. The social side of my company with Lawrence has 
never been for me - while he laps up all the attention, I’ve 
always been completely content with the logistical side of 
things, handling the money and the admin. But tonight, | 
guess mingling wouldn’t be so bad - especially if it gives me 
time with the hottest girl in the room. 


| clench my fists as Lawrence continues to hog her. He hasn’t 
spent this much time with anybody else at the party. Is he 
trying to swoop in and take what’s mine? | feel possessive of 
this woman I have never even spoken to. It’s a crazy feeling, 
and | don’t quite know how to handle it, but I just want to 
give in to the feeling and go for her. | want to look into her 
bright innocent eyes and let her know that she is the woman 
I’ve been waiting for. | want to make her mine and never let 
another man touch her. | want to peel back her cat mask and 
see the gorgeous face beneath it. | want her to feel the same 
connection that | do simply by looking at me, our skin 
brushing briefly against one another. | can tell she’s like me - 
a little shy, a little introverted. | see it in the way she dips 
her head slightly while she talks to Lawrence. | see it in her 
hesitant smile and her shy stance. It’s like we were made for 
each other. 


I’m so stuck in my fantasy of her that | almost miss the fact 
that Lawrence is coming my way. | curse under my breath. 


Now, I’m going to get stuck with him and I'll miss my chance 
to chase my girl down. | don’t normally approach women - | 
wait for them to eagerly fall at my feet, even if they don’t 
really interest me - but this time, I’m going to hide my pride 
and go to her. If | ever escape from speaking to Lawrence 
that is. 


“Hey there, big man,” Lawrence says, clapping a hand on my 
back in greeting. At six foot five, I’m much taller than him, 
but he’s almost as muscular as | am. Men like Lawrence take 
good care of themselves. He has to look good for the 
business. “Have you met my daughter yet? | was hoping to 
introduce you guys tonight.” 


| hold back a sigh. The last thing I want is to get stuck on 
babysitting duty for his daughter. | don’t know anything 
about her - Lawrence doesn’t mention her much, always so 
stuck on the business - but | can guarantee she’s the last 
person | want to talk to, especially with that hot little minx 
wandering around somewhere. When | look back to the spot 
where she was just standing, | don’t see her. How am | 
Supposed to make her mine when she’s disappeared like 
Cinderella at midnight? 


“No, | haven’t met her,” | say tiredly. “I’ve been keeping to 
myself.” 


Lawrence chuckles. “Come on now, Wes. | know it’s not your 
scene, but at least try and get into the spirit. It’s Halloween! 
Everyone’s having a good time, but you. | promise, if you do 
happen to come across my daughter, you’ll cheer up a little. 
She’s absolutely charming. | suppose she gets that from her 
mother.” 


| almost roll my eyes. | know for a fact that his daughter 
came from his first marriage. He’s had three more marriages 
since. If he’s complimenting his first wife, it doesn’t really 
seem to mean a lot. | crane my neck to look through the 
crowd. I’m not interested in standing here and waiting for 


her to find me. If | do, | might never see her again. This party 
is big. It’s easy to lose a person in the crowd. 


“Alright, l'Il go and mingle...” | say, trying to get rid of 
Lawrence. He smiles. 


“That’s my man. l'Il see you soon. Have a drink. Have a 
dance. Loosen up.” 


| stalk away from Lawrence and head into the crowd. At the 
thought of finding my girl in the crowd, I’m suddenly 
aroused. When | find her, I’m going to show her what it 
means to belong to someone. I’m going to make her mine. 


Zooey 


“This party is freaking awesome.” | nod absent-mindedly as 
Poppy continues to gush about my father’s party. She’s not 
yet used to the size of his huge house, the sheer amount of 
guests and the amount of alcohol he’s provided for free. To 
me, this feels all too familiar. My Dad never really lost the 
party boy in him, which I guess is why none of his four wives 
have stuck by him. Poppy sometimes strikes me as a 
younger, female version of him. She loves the glitz and 
glamour of partying in mansions and making the most of 
this kind of thing. She’s gone all out in a skimpy skirt and a 
revealing top to be a‘slutty cat.’ She insisted that we match, 
which is why I’m standing in this uncomfortable catsuit, 
wishing | was anywhere else. 


“Zooey? You seem kind of distracted...don’t you want to get 
more involved?” 


| sigh. “Not really, to tell you the truth. | wish | was in bed.” 


“Don’t be such a spoilsport. You promised me this would be 
fun.” 


“You can go and mingle. Go on, | know you’re desperate to.” 


“What about you?” 


“Don’t mind me. l'Il just be hiding out, avoiding Dad and his 
seedy friends.” 


Dad keeps insisting that | need to meet his best friend and 
business partner, but so far, l've managed to avoid the 
ordeal. | don’t even know what this guy looks like, but l'Il be 
sure to avoid him for as long as possible. Any friend of Dad’s 
is no friend of mine. | only came here out of a sense of 
dutiful obligation. He and | have never really been close, 
especially considering he left my Mom before | was born, 
now he wants me here at his party, to show me off. It sucks. 


“Come on, Zooey. There are some seriously hot guys here. 
We can talk to a few of them, have a few drinks and see 
what happens. Don’t be, like, frigid.” 


| cross my arms in annoyance. | knew it was a mistake 
bringing Poppy here. She just doesn’t get it. She’s had a 
million boyfriends and | haven’t even had one. She kisses 
anyone with a pulse at parties, but I’m saving myself for 
someone special. | don’t know how many times | have to tell 
her that before she will understand, but | feel like I’m 
fighting a losing battle. 


“I'll see you in a bit. You go and have fun...” 


Poppy rolls her eyes and sets off into the crowd. Moments 
later, | see her hooking on to a group of young guys, flirting 
and flattering each of them within moments of reaching 
them. | stand awkwardly, not knowing what to do with 
myself. 


And then I look up and see him. The handsome man in the 
crowd stops when our eyes meet. | saw him earlier and 
something about him had my heart beating a little faster. 
Maybe it’s those gorgeous broad shoulders of his. Maybe it’s 
his height. If we stood next to each other, he’d tower over 
me sexily, dominating without being intimidating. He’s 


wearing a mask, but I can tell he’s older than me. Much 
older, really. But somehow, it doesn’t put me off at all. His 
attractiveness rules out any possible flaw. 


And he’s looking at me. Me of all people. It’s almost like he’s 
staring into my soul. | almost shudder. It feels good to be 
stared at. | can see the desire in his eyes. I’ve never had a 
man look at me so intensely. After watching Poppy with all of 
those young, immature guys, this man seems so much more 
mature. 


My Dad warned me that these parties are much more than 
just a social event. He told me that one day, he plans to 
hand the business over to me, whether | like it or not. He 
doesn’t really approve of me being a theatre student, no 
matter that I’ve told him that I've just snagged the lead role 
in our latest show. He says that | need to make an effort to 
be sociable and get to know the clientele, just in case. Well, | 
haven't even been slightly tempted before now. But seeing 
this handsome man across the room, | think maybe mingling 
could be a good thing if it means | get to spend time with 
him. 

We are drawn together from across the room. My feet move 
involuntarily toward him as he approaches. His eyes are 
intense, hungry for something that | don’t yet understand. 
I’ve seen that look between couples before, when they 
passionately make out on the dance floors, dripping with 
chemistry. But for the first time, that attention is directed 
toward me. His eyes scan my body and | feel myself 
blushing. 


I’ve never felt an attraction like this before. I’ve tried with 
guys my own age to form a connection, fading into boredom 
as they try and woo me with boring conversation. This man 
hasn’t said a single word to me and | already want him more 
than any of those immature little boys. He’s close now, and | 
can see the shadow of stubble on his chin. Those young 


guys can barely sprout a hair on their chin. Somehow, this 
man seems even more attractive because he’s older. Older 
and wiser, I’m sure. 


He comes to a stop a few paces away from me. The party 
continued around us, but it’s just white noise. None of it 
matters anymore. His mouth slowly forms into a smile and | 
feel goosebumps forming on my skin. 


“| couldn't take my eyes off you,” he murmurs. My breath 
catches in my throat. I’ve never known anyone to be so 
forward, but this man could probably say anything to me 
and | would be impressed. His eyes are a Sharp blue color, 
and they captivate me as | look up at him. Like | imagined, 
he towers over me, making me feel like he has control of me 
before we have even touched. I’m desperate to touch him, to 
run my hands over his bare chest, but | have to remind 
myself of where we are. Besides, | haven’t even said a word 
to him yet. I’m trembling as I look up at him. 


“| was looking at you too,” | breathe nervously. | can barely 
believe the words have left my lips. I’ve never done this 
before. I’ve acted it a million times in drama performances - 
pretending to be attracted to whoever is opposite me on 
that stage - but I’ve never done it for real. Talked to a man 
and felt the nerves in my bones, the adrenaline in my veins. 


The man smiles at me, his eyes lingering on my lips for a 
moment. “What do you say we find somewhere a little more 
private so that we can...talk.” 


Talking is the last thing on my mind. | can barely 
concentrate when he’s making my entire body feel like jelly. 
When he reaches out to wrap his hand around my small 
wrist, my heart lurches in the best possible way. | didn’t 
know how much | needed him to touch me, but now I never 
want him to let go. | smile shyly. I’ve been waiting for the 
one all my life - twenty-one whole years - and now, ina 


matter of seconds, I’m almost certain that I’ve found him. 
The only man who can set my heart alight. 


“Let’s go...l Know a place.” 


CHAPTER 3 


Wes 


At some point as I’m leading my pretty girl up the stairs, my 
hand slips from her wrist and grips her hand. | feel alive with 
electricity. | can tell she is nervous to be with me, but l'II 
soon rectify that. | want her to know that she is safe with me, 
no matter what. If | can make her mine entirely, l'Il prove it 
to her any time she needs me to. 


As we reach the top of the stairs, she tugs me gently ina 
certain direction. It occurs to me that she knows this house. | 
wonder who she is and why she has been invited, but | don’t 
want to pry too soon. I’d much rather get to know her in 
other ways. 


She opens a door and leads me into a bedroom. It’s a very 
feminine room, looking like it belongs to a young woman. 
I’ve been to this house hundreds of times and never been 
inside this room, but the girl seems to be quite comfortable. 
She pulls away from me and sits down on the bed, looking 
up at me almost expectantly. | sit down beside her, glancing 
around the bedroom curiously. 


“Are you sure we should be in here? | kind of feel like it’s 
taboo or something...” 


“Trust me, it’s okay,” the girl says, tucking her silky raven 
hair behind her ears. Her deep brown eyes catch mine and 
she offers me a shy smile. “Are you enjoying the party? Do 
you come to these often...” 


“| don’t usually come. | try and avoid them at all costs,” | 
reply honestly. She giggles softly. 


“Me too, if l'm honest,” she says. “It’s not really my 
scene...but | guess it’s not yours either then, right?” 


“Exactly. | much prefer it up here...just you and me...” 


The girl blushes prettily with a smile so genuine that | know 
she’s not faking it. Some girls will just respond to you 
however they think you want them to, but this girl doesn’t 
seem like the sort. She seems actually happy to be in my 
company, actually happy to reveal her true self to me. | can’t 
resist putting a hand on her thigh and gently rubbing over 
her pleather catsuit. | want to test the waters, to see if she’s 
interested the same way | am. She responds with a small 
gasp, but she doesn’t pull away. After several moments, she 
shuffles a little closer to me on the bed. As she does, my 
hand moves a little too far up her leg. My hand brushes her 
pussy and she gasps a little but doesn’t move away. | smile 
to myself, running my tongue over my lips. If | was looking 
for a sign that she feels the same, this is it. 


“Well, it’s good to know we have something in common,” | 
murmur. “Are you here all by yourself?” 


“My friend came with me...she’s off flirting with some young 
guys that she spotted across the room.” 


“And that’s not your style?” 


She looks up at me shyly from underneath her eyelashes. 
“Not really,” she says quietly. “I thought that might be 
obvious.” 


| can feel my cock hardening in my pants. | like this girl. 
She’s just the right amount of shy and quietly confident. | 
can see that she’s self-assured, even if not in a sexual 
situation. And this certainly feels like a sexual situation. | 
continue rubbing her leg and she watches my hand, biting 
her lip. She’s into it, and that’s the only encouragement | 
need. 


“I’m here alone,” | murmur. “I wasn’t sure about coming, but 
I’m glad | did now...even if only to meet you.” 


“I'm glad too,” she whispers. “But...why me? What do you 
see in me when you could have any girl in the room?” 


| look her up and down. The catsuit is hugging her curves in 
all the right places. | want to slowly unzip that catsuit and 
see what she has to offer underneath. | want to touch her 
shapely breasts and stimulate her nipples. | can see them 
pushing against the material of the bodysuit. I’m hard as a 
rock just at the sight of them. 


“None of those girls are you,” | say honestly. “And believe 
me...I’m a picky guy.” 


She gasps quietly as | squeeze her thigh, but she’s smiling. 
I’m not sure how much more of this casual flirting | can take. 
| want her for real. | want to feel myself inside her. | want to 
possess her like the treasure she is. | don’t even know her 
name, but | don’t need to. | already know that she’s 
everything I’m looking for. 


| take my hand off of her thigh and lift it up to her little cat 
mask. | brush her lips with my thumb as | do, feeling her 
warm breath tickle my skin. Damn, those lips are perfect. 
They’re so full and pink. | want to kiss them so badly. | want 
to know how they would look wrapped around my cock. 


“Can | take this off? | want to see your pretty little face...” 


The girl nods meekly. | can see that she’s nervous, but she’s 
smiling all the same. I think she feels the way that I do - 
overwhelmed by the desire within us. I’m guessing | have a 
lot more experience than she does - she doesn’t look much 
older than twenty - but that doesn’t matter to me. If she 
wants me, l'Il show her everything there is to know. | slide 
the mask over the top of her head and discard it on the bed. 
She’s so gorgeous that I can barely keep myself from 
jumping on her right this second. She has such delicate 


features, and she’s not wearing much makeup to cover them 
up. She’s naturally stunning, and that’s a rarity. | can’t help 
but stare at her face and of course, she notices as much. She 
ducks her head a little as she reaches out toward my face. 


“Your turn...” 


| almost forgot I’m wearing a mask of my own. I went with 
the Phantom of the Opera style to fit with the Halloween 
theme, and it’s obscured half of my face. As she peels it 
away from me, her eyes light up. | guess she likes what she 
sees. 


“You're beautiful...has anyone ever told you that?” | ask her. 
She blushes again and | can’t take it anymore. | lean in 
slowly, hoping we might get to share our first kiss and 
alleviate the tension between us. 


And then the door opens. 


Zooey 


| gasp as the door opens and spring away from the 
handsome stranger. It was almost as though | was under a 
spell that’s only just been broken. What was | thinking, 
getting lost in this man’s eyes when | don’t even know his 
name? 


| look up and see my father at the door, smiling. He claps his 
hands together. 


“Ah, | see that you have finally met!” he says, glancing 
between the pair of us. “I’m so glad you could meet my 
daughter Zooey, Wes.” 


| turn to the handsome man in horror. Surely this isn’t my 
Dad’s best friend? He looks as shocked as | am. | can’t 
believe | was about to hook up with him, given how close 
him and my father are. | mean, | literally couldn’t have 


chosen a worse person to find attractive. It seems as though 
he’s in as much a shock as | am. 


“It’s good to finally meet you, Zooey,” he says after a long 
pause. | stare at him in horror. | can barely believe this is 
happening. | clear my throat. 


“Um, likewise. It’s been nice getting to know you a little.” 


Dad doesn’t seem as though he is fooled. He’s looking at us 
both like we’re up to no good, and in truth, we were. How 
can we deny that when we were inches from kissing before 
he interrupted? 


A long silence falls between us all. Dad must have noticed 
how the easy-going vibe left the second he entered the 
room. He stares at both of us, trying to figure out what it is 
that he is missing. 


“Is everything alright?” Dad asks us both, folding his arms 
expectantly. Wes avoids his gaze, staring at his lap. Then, all 
of a sudden, he stands up. 


“| think I’ve had a little too much to drink, that’s all,” he 
says, wobbling a little on his feet. | frown. He hadn’t seemed 
drunk a minute ago. Is he making an excuse to get out of 
here. And if so, can | really blame him after what we’ve just 
found out? 


Still, it feels a little like a betrayal when he walks out of the 
room without even looking back. | want him to turn around 
and give me a flash of that gorgeous smile he has. | want 
him to give me some sign that this doesn’t have to be the 
end - maybe we can pick up where we left off when we’re 
out of sight and out of mind - but he gives me nothing. | sigh 
as | watch the one man I’ve ever felt a connection with leave 
me behind. Why couldn't he be literally anyone else in the 
world? 


“Are you sure everything is alright, sweetie?” Dad asks me, 
sitting beside me on the bed where Wes was just sitting. It 
feels wrong, considering what he and | had been about to 
do. 


“I'm fine,” | say grumpily. “What are you even doing in my 
room, Dad?” 


“Poppy saw you come up here. | was a little worried about 
you. You haven’t seemed to be enjoying yourself this 
evening.” 


“You know I don’t really get these parties,” | mumble. The 
annoying thing is, the fun part would have actually started if 
he had just left me to my own devices. A few more seconds 
and | would have been in complete bliss with Wes at my 
side. But then again, had my father caught us a few seconds 
too late, then there would have been hell to pay. 


“Come on, sweetheart, is it really so bad to spend a few 
nights in the company of your old Dad?” 


| wince. He just doesn’t get it. I’ve spent my entire life 
wishing he would pick up the phone and give me a call. Or 
just pop around a few times a month to take me to school or 
out for morning pancakes. | never wanted a lot from him. | 
just wanted him to act a little more like a Dad. But he never 
did. And now that I’m older, he just suddenly expects me to 
fake a smile and act like I’m happy to be around him when 
the last thing | want to do is be around the man who made 
my life miserable. 


“| guess not,” | say, just to placate him and get him off my 
back. He grins at me and throws an arm around my shoulder. 
He’s clearly a little drunk. | can smell the whiskey on his 
breath. I’m certain he won’t remember this in the morning. | 
resist the urge to pull away from him, not wanting to cause a 
scene. 


“That’s my girl. Now why not rejoin the party, hmm? You 
don’t want to be hanging around with the older generation 
all night. Poppy’s talking to some nice young men your age. 
You should join her.” 


| don’t want to join her. | want to rush downstairs and spend 
my time finding Wes again. | want to pick up where we left 
off. | want him to take me in his arms and whisper sweet 
nothings in my ear. But it looks like that’s off the table now. | 
guess l'Il just have to accept that l'Il be waiting another 
lifetime to find someone like him. 


CHAPTER 4 


Wes 


| seriously wanted to punch Lawrence in the throat for 
interrupting my moment with Zooey. | can’t believe how 
possessive | feel about her already, before we have even 
managed to share our first kiss. And now, thanks to 
Lawrence’s reveal, it looks as though I’m never going to get 
my chance with her. 


| have to resist the urge to punch a wall as | head 
downstairs, leaving Zooey and her father behind. | can’t 
believe we were inches from kissing before | found out who 
she really is. The strange thing is, it doesn’t put me off one 
bit. | don’t see why it should when she seems so obviously 
perfect for me. | could move past the whole Lawrence thing 
if she could as well. All | want is my chance to be with her. 
And the more I think it might not happen, the angrier | seem 
to get. 


| suddenly realize that the last place | want to be is at this 
party. If | hated it before, | hate it even more now. But there 
are two more nights to go and I can’t just leave. I’m 
technically a co-host. | can, however, remove myself from 
the situation. Angrily, | grab a whiskey and stomp back 
upstairs, heading in the opposite direction of Zooey’s room 
to my own guest bedroom. | wish | could invite her in with 
me. There’s no way Lawrence would burst into my room the 
way he did with Zooey’s. But | could sense that he was 
suspicious of what we were up to in her bedroom all alone, 
so there’s no way | can get away with it. He might not be 
close with his daughter, but he’s damn protective of her. It’s 
yet another obstacle for me to cross to get to her. 


Finally alone in my room, | feel like | can breathe for the first 
time since meeting Zooey. My erection is pressing hard 
against my trousers. It’s a wonder Lawrence didn’t notice to 
be honest. But she drives me so wild that | can’t help it. 
She’s unlocked the primal animal within me, and I’m 
desperate to let that animal run free. But alone in my room, 
there’s nothing I can unleash this energy on. | let out a low 
growl, knocking back the whiskey to try and calm myself 
down, but it has the opposite effect. As the booze goes to 
my head, | have little control of my thoughts. And every 
single one of them is about her. 


| lie down on my bed and wait for relief from this. It’s agony, 
knowing she’s so close and yet | can’t have her. Is she 
thinking about me as much as I’m thinking about her? Is she 
wishing she could come and find me and finish everything 
we started in her bedroom? | think she must be. | couldn’t 
miss the chemistry between us. | couldn’t miss how 
responsive she was to my every touch. She wanted it, and | 
could tell without her saying a single word. 


| relive the moment when | removed her mask and saw her 
beautiful face for the first time. It makes my dick even 
harder, if that is even possible. She looks so unlike her 
father, so mysterious and beautiful with her imploring brown 
eyes and her sleek black hair. She’s like no one I’ve ever met 
before. She’s one of a kind. And | want her to be mine. 


Maybe tomorrow, l'Il be okay. Maybe | can sleep these 
feelings off and forget about her. Maybe it’s the booze 
talking. But even as | try and close my eyes, | know I’m only 
trying to fool myself. And so far, it’s not working one bit. 


Zooey 


The party is over for me. Without Wes at my side, it seems 
pretty pointless being here at all. I’ve been standing next to 


Poppy, making awkward small talk with some spotty young 
guy for twenty minutes, and I’ve had more than enough. | 
politely say goodnight and head upstairs. | stare down the 
hallway. | saw Wes walking back to his room earlier. | know 
where he is, and my feet are desperate to carry me in his 
direction. But I’m terrified now of my father keeping an eye 
on me. He must have sensed the chemistry between me and 
his best friend. It was, after all, undeniable, and we were so 
close together when my father walked in. If | go to Wes, my 
father will Know for sure that something is up. 


So | head back to my bedroom and lie on my bed, staring at 
the ceiling. | know | won’t sleep tonight. | feel as though the 
whole night has been in fast motion, and now that I’m finally 
still, | feel nauseous. | want to rewind to the moment | almost 
kissed Wes. | want to feel as alive as | did when he was 
touching my leg for the first time. | want to explore all of the 
feelings he brought out of me. But now it’s over, and I really 
need to come to terms with that. 


| still can’t believe that my father stuck his nose in on this. 
He’s barely been in my life for two seconds and now he 
thinks he owns me. We only reconnected after running into 
each other at the supermarket, and in that time, he hasn’t 
tried to meet up with me once, claiming he’s busy with work. 
He invited me to his Halloween party, claiming that we could 
spend some time together, but so far, all he has done is 
dashed my hopes of finding someone who might like me 
exactly for who | am. When | close my eyes, | can see those 
dreamy blue eyes of his staring at me, drinking in the 
contours of my body. | felt desired for the first time when he 
looked at me. Will | ever feel so intensely about someone 
again, or was this my one shot that | have now missed? 


| did everything my father expected of me to prepare for this 
weekend. | invited a friend to make up the numbers, which | 
knew was important to him. | meticulously planned three 


costumes for three nights, even though Halloween has never 
been my thing. | did my best to smile and laugh and mingle, 
because that’s what he expects. But he couldn’t even allow 
me the one little thing that | wanted - a chance to spend a 
little time with Wes. He wanted me to meet him so badly, 
and now we’ve been ripped apart before we really got a 
chance to speak to one another, to explore our desire for 
each other. | would have been so much less reluctant to 
come to this party had I known a man like Wes would be 
here to sweep me off my feet. 


But of course, Dad never intended for us to hit it off in the 
way that we did. | know how strange it must have felt for 
him to walk in and suspect his best pal is hitting on his 
daughter. But I’m a grown woman now. Can’t | make my own 
decisions? 


If we were given the chance, could Wes and | really be 
something? If | took my father out of the equation, I’m 
certain we’d still be rolling around together on my bed, 
exploring the obvious chemistry that we have. We didn’t 
even get around to talking properly, but | know he’s just my 
type. I’ve never spoken to a guy of my own age and found 
myself wanting more. I’ve never wanted to kiss anyone as 
immature as the boys | met downstairs. In fact, | don’t want 
a boy at all - | want a man. 


| want Wes. 


I'd never considered the idea of being with an older man 
before tonight. | mean, I’ve crushed on actors well above my 
own age, but I’ve never seriously considered what an older 
guy might be able to do for me. And now that | know the 
attraction is there with Wes, | want to explore it. | love 
everything about him. He seemed so quietly confident 
without being cocky, and experienced with his hands, so 
willing to teach me everything I’m desperate to know about 
love and sex. I’ve always been focussed on my studies up 


until now, trying to get through theatre school so that | can 
have the life I’ve always dreamed of, but now, | see what I’ve 
been missing. There’s a small part of me that feels 
unsatisfied, desperate for romance in my life. Wes could 
have provided that if he’d been given the chance. Now, we 
might never speak to one another again. 


| don’t know what’s worse - the thought of never seeing him 
again, or seeing him after this and knowing that I can’t have 
him. 


CHAPTER 5 


Wes 


I’ve never had such a damn frustrating night in my life. I’m 
lying in bed, hard as a rock, unable to sleep because of my 
arousal. It’s been a long time since | felt so sexually charged. 
I’ve always busied myself with work, happy to forget 
anything to do with women and sex. Honestly, | thought | 
was happy with my life up until now. But now that | know 
what I’m missing, the ache | feel for Zooey is almost painful. 


| don’t feel as though | deserve this torture. Everyone around 
me just seems so happy. All my friends are married with kids, 
| never really craved that life until | realized what | could be 
missing. I’m older now. Forty-one is the completely wrong 
time to be having these thoughts. But now that they’ve 
come to me, | can’t seem to shake them off. 


I’m so tempted to jerk off to the thought of Zooey, just to 
give myself some damn relief, but part of me knows it 
wouldn't help in the long run. It’s like hunger. Just because 
you eat once doesn’t mean you won’t be hungry again. It’s 
an endless cycle and | know the second | give into 
temptation, the second | get a taste for the thought of her, 
l'II want it over and over again. She will consume my life 
until | can think of no one else. It’s almost painful, lying here 
unable to reach the release I’m so desperate for, but | hold 
back even so. 


This whole ordeal makes me feel bitter toward Lawrence. | 
know it’s not his fault I’ve fallen hard and fast for his 
daughter, but he’s the only thing standing between me and 
her. And it sometimes feels like I live my life to please him. 
As his business partner, there is a lot of compromise, and 


mostly, he tends to get his own way. He’s more invested in 
the company than | am, and he gets much more hands on 
with our clients. When you're in events management, you 
have to be charismatic and sociable, a side to me | have to 
fake until | make it. For him it comes naturally, so | let him 
take the reins when it comes to work. But now, it’s like he’s 
steering my love life too, even if it’s unintentional. It makes 
me so damn mad. It makes me want to rebel. But can | really 
throw everything away for a girl I’ve just met? 


The worst part is, he really encouraged me to get to know 
her, and it was the last thing | wanted at the time. | was 
expecting her to be some cocky teenage version of her 
father, a trait | don’t mind in my best friend, but I certainly 
didn’t want to see in anyone else. But she’s so unlike him. 
It’s practically impossible to tell that they are even related. 
Shouldn’t that be a sign that even if they are related by 
blood, there is no reason for me to tread on eggshells? 
Shouldn’t | just follow my heart and get what | want? 


| can’t sleep. | can’t eat. | can’t think of anything aside from 
her. She’s done something to me that no one else ever has 
before. She’s taken control of my heart and made me lose 
my head. 


My cock is throbbing, but | ignore it as best as | can. 
Thinking about her while | bring myself to a sweet release 
won't cut it for me. It could never be as good as holding her 
close while I fuck her. It could never compare to having her 
shuddering beneath me as | make her cum over and over 
again. And now that I’ve got my eyes set on her, | know | 
have to get what | want, or l'Il never be the same again. 


Screw Lawrence. I’ve got to have her. 


Zooey 


Waking up this morning, | can’t help feeling embarrassed 
about the events of last night. | put myself out there when | 
met Wes, and | sought something I’ve never explored before. 
| felt my first twinges of sexual desire, outside of celebrity 
crushes. When I’ve felt sexual in the past, I’ve always 
imagined myself with a man, but up until now, he’s been 
almost faceless, an unknown for my future self to explore. 
Now, the man in my wildest fantasies has taken the form of 
the one man I can’t have - my Dad’s best friend. 


| expected to wake up this morning feeling a little better, but 
if anything, | feel worse. Waking up alone when | know | 
could have had him beside me in bed feels like I’ve been 
cheated out of heaven. | wish | had the courage to seek him 
out now that it’s morning, but the confidence | felt as | sat 
beside him last night has left me entirely. And the worst 
thing is, | still have two more days to survive here with his 
presence so tantalizing and tempting. 


I’m lying in bed feeling sorry for myself when Poppy bursts 
into the room. Her cheeks are flushed and she tosses her 
blonde hair over her shoulder proudly. | know right away 
that she has been up to something. | sigh. 


“Did you have a good night?” | ask. I’m hoping that at least 
one of us did. Poppy giggles brightly and throws herself 
down on my bed, almost breathless as she stares up at the 
ceiling. If | Know Poppy as well as I think | do, I’m about to 
hear a scandalous story. 


“So, after you went to bed, | got to chatting with this guy 
and his wife,” she whispers, as though someone else might 
overhear us. “And he was a little bit older...maybe 
ten...twenty years older...” 


a Poppy! ” 


“What? He was hot, alright? All of your Dad’s friends are. 
Like seriously. Could he surround himself with better looking 


people?” 
“Get back to the point.” 


“Right, yeah! So anyway, | was chatting with them 
both...and all of a sudden, there was a little bit of touching 
going on...nothing major, just like brushing of hands, that 
kind of thing. You know the drill.” 


| don’t know the drill at all. | have no idea how it is to be ina 
threesome with an older couple. But | just nod and let her 
get on with the story. 


“One thing led to another...and they took me up to the guest 
room where they are staying. And before | knew it, they were 
kissing me all over, ripping off my clothes, touching me in 
ways l’ve never been touched before. It made me so glad | 
didn’t go with one of those immature younger guys we 
chatted with earlier. The couple were, like, sex Gods. 
Honestly, when the guy stuck his-” 


“You're dangerously treading the line of too much 
information, Poppy.” 


“Alright, fine. Suit yourself. Anyway, we all ended up having 
sex together and | swear, it was the best sex I’ve ever had. 
We went practically all night. Sometimes, one of us would 
take a break and two of us would get it on, and damn, it was 
hot. They were so good together, and so damn good to me 
too. | mean, I’ve been with couples before, but their age 
really does give them much needed experience...” 


| blush at the comment. | can’t help thinking of Wes as she 
says this. He seemed like he knew exactly what he was 
doing as he slid his hand up my thigh last night. | still 
remember the moment when he brushed my pussy with his 
hand unexpectedly, and the sparks it sent through me. Even 
his undeliberate act seems so much sexier than anything 
I’ve ever experienced before. Maybe Poppy is right - maybe 
age does make all of the difference. 


“You should really take the leap, Zooey. Honestly, sex is on 
another level. You need to let go of your insecurities and just 
do it.” 


“I’m not insecure. | just don’t want to jump into bed with the 
first person who asks me,” | mutter. Poppy laughs. 


“Ooft! Claws out! Look, I’m just saying, it doesn’t have to be 
this massive deal. You’re twenty-one. It’s normal to explore 
your sexuality, explore what you want from a guy. Ora 
woman, if you’re that way inclined...” 


a I’m not.” 


“So defensive,” Poppy laughs, shaking her head at me. “You 
do you, girl. I’m just saying. If there’s someone out there 
that you want, there’s no shame in going out and getting 
them.” 


Unless they happen to be your Dad's best friend, is the part 
of the sentence she's left out. | sigh. | wish | could be as 
carefree as Poppy is. After all, in my position, she wouldn’t 
have given my father a second thought. | can imagine 
exactly what she would say if | told her my predicament. 
You’re not even close with your Dad, she would tell me. 
You’ve got nothing to lose. He had his chance to be a Dad. 
Don’t lose your chance at happiness. 


“You know, you could have any man you want at this party,” 
Poppy continues, “You're smart, talented, beautiful...you can 
have the pick of the bunch. Go out there and pick the ripest 
one.” 


Perhaps she is right. Maybe | need to stop overthinking, 
push my fears aside and just jump right in. It’s food for 
thought at least. If it was just as simple as following my 
heart, | would be with him right now. 


But life is never as simple as that. 


CHAPTER 6 


Wes 


Before | have even opened my eyes, I’m thinking of Zooey. 
Before I’m even properly awake, I’m hard as a rock. Even in 
my sleep, | was thinking of her and wondering when | could 
make her mine. As | wake up to a brand new day, groggy 
from the lack of sleep, | still don’t know what to do about the 
girl | can’t get off my mind. 


It’s almost laughable how much she has taken over my life. | 
could of had any woman | wanted at the party last night. I’ve 
always known that I’m an attractive man. Women look me 
up and down like a piece of meat as | walk by. | could 
whisper a few words in their ears and have them in my bed 
within seconds. They desire me because I’m like a blip on 
their systems - the hot single man who can distract them 
from their boring marriages and make them want an affair. 
They want to obtain me in ways that other women have 
been unable to. 


But that has never been what | want. Those women don’t 
understand me. They don’t see further than what is on the 
surface. How is it possible that after a few short minutes with 
Zooey, | feel like she gets me? We barely exchanged any 
words and yet | know she would understand my humour, my 
personality, and never try to change me. It’s almost as 
though she’s perfect for me, and I can’t just forget that in a 
hurry. 


| get up and dress quickly, hoping to catch Lawrence before 
all of the party preparation starts for the day. It’s technically 
not until the evening time, but | know how his parties work. 
The guests sleep late, mill around eating the catered food in 


the afternoon, and then dive back into the festivities as soon 
as the sun starts to go down. | want to try and excuse myself 
from this whole charade before he can persuade me to stay. 
So | rush downstairs and try to find him before the day can 
really get started. More importantly, before | bump into 
Zooey and things get more awkward. 


| find Lawrence in his huge garden, where he is ordering 
around some of the many helpers he’s hired for the event. 
The garden has been transformed with Halloween decor, and 
| can already see where some of the stalls are going to be set 
up later. Ever in the business mindset, he’s invited local 
independent stores to sell their food and wares, so the whole 
place is in chaos to get things sorted. | can tell now is a 
terrible time to have a conversation with Lawrence, but it 
can’t wait any longer. He spots me and waves me over. 


“Good morning, partner,” Lawrence says cheerfully, as 
though he hasn’t got a whole bottle of whiskey still settling 
in his stomach from last night. “Come to help out? That’s not 
like you...” 


“Actually, | was hoping you wouldn’t mind if | left today...” 


Lawrence folds his arms and frowns at me. “And why would 
you do that?” 


“Well, | was hoping to put in some extra hours in the 
office...you know I don’t like to leave the business for too 
long.” 


“This practically /s business, Wes. It’s events like these that 
put our names on the map and money in our pockets. You 
can’t bail out now!” 


| sigh. | Knew this would be hard, but Lawrence is really 
putting up a fight. It’s hard not to be irritated at him, 
especially after he split Zooey and | apart last night. My 
anger rises within me again and | scowl at him. “Look, I’m no 


use to you here. Let me go and l'Il make sure that the office 
is ready for your return on Monday.” 


“Listen, Wes, you need to lighten up a little,” Lawrence says 
dismissively, barely listening to me as he watches everyone 
around him pulling their weight. “This is the one weekend 
every year where we are supposed to relax a little, and mix 
business with pleasure. Don’t ruin it with your sour attitude. 
Get involved. And speaking of which, | have a little task for 
you.” 


| sigh. I’m clearly not going to get through to him. He’s far 
too stubborn. If | tried to leave now, he’d have a fit. So | 
cross my arms and decide to listen. “What is it?” 


“Well, you and Zooey clearly hit it off last night, so | want 
you to try and talk some sense into her tonight.” 


My heart sinks. She’s the one person I’m trying to avoid, and 
he wants me to spend all evening with her? 


“What do you mean, talk some sense into her?” 


“Well, about the business! You haven’t got kids, so | want to 
know that one day, our hard work will have a legacy. | want 
her to take over, but she’s so set on frittering her life away 
on a stage...| don’t know, Wes, it all goes over my head. 
That’s why | thought you might be able to persuade her to 
my way of thinking.” 

“| really don’t think I’m the right man for the job, 
Lawrence...” 


“Well of course you are! You’re the other half of this team, 
Wes. And she won’t listen to me. She never does.” 


“Well... maybe you should consider leaving her to her own 
devices,” | say through gritted teeth. “She seems like she 
knows what she wants. Why don’t you let her be?” 


Lawrence stares at me as though I’ve suggested something 
crazy. And then he laughs and shakes his head at me. 


“Oh, Wes...you might understand if you had kids. Look, she 
needs someone to nudge her in the right direction, or her 
life is just going to go off the rails. Trust me, man. Stick 
around and help your best friend out, okay? The office can 
wait a few days for your return.” 


Just like that, the conversation is over. | sigh as Lawrence 
walks away from me, leaving me in a worse position than | 
started in. Not only has he stopped me from leaving, but 
he’s also forcing me closer to Zooey, leaving me in a tricky 
situation. Now, l'Il have to try and squash my feelings to 
stop me from getting in trouble. And with the animal inside 
me stirring even more, it’s going to be completely 
impossible to stop the sparks from flying. 


Zooey 


Today has been so hard to get through, and it’s barely even 
evening. Poppy and | slept off our hangovers for a while, but 
then we were expected to go back downstairs and start off 
the fun. The weather has been glorious for October and now, 
everyone has spilled out into the garden to mingle. | do my 
best to keep by Poppy’s side, but she keeps gravitating 
toward the attractive couple that caught her attention last 
night. 


“You know, there’s no harm in you joining us,” Poppy 
whispered to me, only half teasing. “I think you 
could...ahem...learn a lot from them.” 


“Gross,” | say, wrinkling my nose at her. Not only is the idea 
of a four-way experience off putting, it’s been hard to 
imagine myself with anyone but Wes since the events of last 
night. | stand off to the side of the party as the sun goes 
down and try to avoid any sort of significant conversation. 


| can tell my father has been keeping an eye on me, so every 
now and then, | make the effort to talk to someone. | wish | 
could hang out with Wes, or even just discuss what 
happened last night, but | haven’t seen him all night. | guess 
he’s avoiding me, and can | blame him? Dad put us in the 
most awkward position imaginable. | only wish we could 
push him and his thoughts aside and move on from it, as 
unlikely as that might seem. 


I’m almost glad when the games begin. All over the garden, 
there are various stalls set up for the party-goers to get 
involved in. The air smells amazing from the pumpkin pie 
station and the toffee apple stand, but it’s the games that 
have got people really smiling. Already, there have been 
some ridiculous contests, such as who can burst the most 
pumpkin balloons by sitting on them, and pin the heart on 
the skeleton. The latter game is basically just an excuse for a 
bunch of randy middle aged women to feel up the human 
model, one of Dad’s better looking friends. It’s all been 
pretty silly so far, but at least entertaining to watch. Next up 
is the apple bobbing contest, where pairs enter together. 


| watch as Poppy manages to bag the man from her new 
favorite couple as her partner, and they line up behind the 
table. | was more than happy to watch, but all of a sudden, | 
feel a presence behind me that sends tingles down my 
spine. | think someone might be interested in pairing up 
with me. 


Wes leans close to my ear from behind, his hand brushing 
my arm gently. 


“Come on...you can be my partner,” he says. After a whole 
evening of not seeing him, it feels good just to hear his 
voice. It sends my body into near-meltdown, giving me 
goosebumps and making my pussy wet with anticipation. Of 
course, it’s just an innocent game, but being given an 


opportunity to spend more time with him is a dream come 
true. I’m shaking with delight at the prospect. 


As he leads me over to the apple bobbing station, his hand 
is on the small of my back. It feels wildly inappropriate to 
touch one another so publicly, given what could have 
happened last night, but it’s kind of exciting. Poppy wiggles 
her eyebrows at me when she spots me with Wes. After all, 
he’s an attractive man in anyone’s book, and it’s just typical 
that she would read between the lines seeing us together. | 
can’t hide my blush as he stands behind me. 


“Rules of the game!” one of Dad’s friends shouts. “One of 
the pair bobs for the apples. Then, once they have one, they 
must pass it from their mouth to their partner’s. Absolutely 
no touching the apple with your hands! The second person 
in the pair must then put the apple in the bowl behind them. 
Who's ready?” 


| feel a rush of excitement as everyone around me cheers. 
Wes stands close behind me as | bend down in preparation. 
So close, in fact, that his crotch is against my tailbone. | can 
feel the hardness of his cock through his trousers, so it’s 
clear | didn’t imagine the chemistry between us last night. 
What we are sharing is real. 


“I'll hold your hair back,” he murmurs to me. His hands 
brush the back of my neck as he gathers up my hair gently. 
Somehow, it’s even sexier than anything we have done so 
far. | just can’t get enough of him being pushed up against 
me. Now, | can’t wait for the game to get started. 


“Ready. Three... two...one...BOB!” 


| dip my head delicately, trying to clamp my teeth around an 
apple. As soon as I do, | flick around to pass it to Wes. Our 
eyes lock and my heart races. Who knew apple bobbing 
could be so alluring? 


| lean in to pass the apple and watch his strong jaw move as 
he locks on to the apple. We’re going to be a perfect team. 
While Poppy is still solashing around trying to get their first 
apple, we quickly move from our first apple to our second 
and third. 


Our teamwork is impeccable. It’s extra motivation to keep it 
up because each time | grab an apple, | get to look at his 
gorgeous face. The adrenaline running through me seems to 
speed up time, and before | know it, I’m on to the last apple. 
As those watching us cheer us on, we finish up the challenge 
and Wes whips around to face me one final time. We’ve done 
it! 

But the challenge doesn’t seem to matter right now. Not 
when I’m looking up into his eyes, trembling with lust. We’re 
close enough that if we moved our heads a little, we could 
crash our lips together. | want to taste the sweet apple juice 
coating his lips. | want him to lift me up and allow me to 
wrap my legs around his waist. Quite simply, | want every 
single thing he’s willing to give me, every single thing that 
is off limits to us right now. 


My heart is beating so fast, it’s making me dizzy. I’m drunk 
on apple juices and the very sight of Wes. Tonight, his 
costume is a tribute to Sweeney Todd, while | have opted for 
the Corpse Bride look. Seeing us both as Tim Burton 
characters just goes to show how well suited we are. And 
when he smiles down at me, | Know in my soul that 
everything | felt last night was real. 


| can’t help it. | want my Dad’s best friend with all my heart. 


CHAPTER 7 


Wes 


| never thought apple bobbing could be so fun. With her 
gorgeous ass pressed against me each time she bobbed for 
an apple, Zooey was really putting on a show. It made me 
want to grab her right there and enter her. My cock is 
throbbing at the very thought of it. That game has only 
strengthened my feelings for Zooey, but | still have to 
remind myself of where we are. As the game ends and 
another one begins, | take her arm and lead her across the 
garden. 


Lawrence really does know how to throw a good Halloween 
party. Everyone is getting involved with the games, and the 
bar is busy with people waiting for some of the special 
cocktails that have been made especially for tonight. | push 
ahead of the queue with my arm protectively around 
Zooey’s shoulder. | don’t want any of the guys here thinking 
she’s fair game. Whether she knows it or not, she’s mine 
now. No one protests as we push to the front of the queue. 
After all, this is mine and Lawrence’s show. They have no 
right to complain. 


“You did well back there,” | tell her. She smiles, wiping at her 
chin. 


“I'm pretty sure I’m going to be sticky with apple juice 
forever now,” she says. Her tongue laps over her lips, tasting 
them. | wish | could lean in and taste them for myself, but | 
hold back. Now is not the time. | turn to the bar and scan 
over the cocktail menu. 


“I’m guessing you don’t want a Bobbed Apple Martini then?” 


“Not right now,” she grins. “I do like the sound of a Spine 
Tingler though.” 


My hand slides a little down her back, resting just above her 
ass on her tailbone. “One Spine Tingler it is then,” | murmur. 
She can’t stop smiling. | can see in her eyes how much she’s 
enjoying my company. She’s excited by the prospect of 
being seen together. It’s hot, to say the least. What’s sexual 
attraction without a little risk? 


| order myself a Witch’s Potion and we both watch as the 
bartender shakes up our drinks. My hand never leaves the 
small of Zooey’s back, desperate to keep us in contact. It’s 
just innocent enough that no one will pick up on it, but 
Saucy enough that it’s clear to Zooey how | feel toward her. | 
wish | could slide my hand down just a little further and feel 
the shape of her gorgeous ass. | wish | could slip a hand 
under her ruffled skirts and find her sweet spot. But for now, 
being in her company is enough. 


“You know, | think | could make most of these cocktails,” | 
tell her, “I did some training in mixology.” 


“Oh really?” Zooey asks, leaning in toward me a little 
suggestively. “Are you good?” 


“1 like to think so.” 


“Well then, | guess you'll have to show me,” she murmurs. 
“Why not hop behind the bar and make me a drink? | want it 
to have a good name as well.” 


| grin. This girl has fire and | love it. She bites her bottom lip 
and it’s so sexy without her meaning to be. Reluctantly, | let 
go of her waist and move through the crowd. Hopping over 
the counter in a lythe movement, | ask the bartender to give 
me some room. There are plenty of eyes on me now - it’s a 
bold move, putting myself in centre stage - but | want to 
impress Zooey so badly. | let my fingers glide over the 
bottles at the back of the bar, covered in fake cobwebs and 


pretend spiders. | want to have a base to the drink that she 
will like. | grin when I see what | want. | turn around with a 
bottle of expensive tequila, unscrewing the top. 


“Students love a shot of tequila or two...” 


Zooey giggles and watches as | pour a healthy portion into a 
cocktail shaker. | bite my lip and look around the bar for 
more inspiration. | add a squirt of lemon into the shaker with 
a smile. 


“Tequila without lemon is like a shoe with no shoelaces, after 
all...” 


Zooey rolls her eyes, but she’s smiling. | continue my sweep 
of the bar, adrenaline rushing through my veins. Somehow, 
this feels like a significant moment. My chance to make my 
mark. There are plenty of women trying to catch my eye 
over the bar, ones closer to my age, but not one of them 
interests me. How could they when Zooey is so perfect, so 
fresh-faced, so delightfully sexy without even trying? 


| catch sight of some honey and smile, grabbing it and 
measuring out several tablespoons. The golden liquid spills 
over the spoon and onto my finger. | have an urge to offer it 
to Zooey to lick off, but I’d have a riot on my hands. Instead, 
| insert my finger into my own mouth slowly, lapping up the 
excess. Zooey watches, transfixed. | smile at her. 


“Honey...to keep you sweet.” 


She’s blushing now. | move slowly and deliberately around 
the bar. | know where this cocktail is headed now. A splash of 
orange bitters to make it sharp. A little rosemary. And finally, 
to finish it all off, a handful of gorgeously ripe blackberries. 
My eyes meet Zooey’s. 


“Dark and tempting,” | say as the berries are added to the 
mixture. | don’t have to add that she’s got exactly the same 
qualities as the berries. | grab the shaker and mix all the 


ingredients together, watching Zooey’s expression as | do. 
She’s nursing the drink that the bartender made, but her 
eyes are on the muscles in my arms as | shake the drink. | 
like that she’s watching me. | like that she’s focussed. It 
makes me even more desperate to make her mine. 


| just need a few more finishing touches for the drink. | find 
two glasses and a strainer. | fill the glasses with a little 
sparkling water and then pour the boozy mixture through 
the sieve. The liquid is dark and somewhat thick, almost like 
jam. By the time our drinks are complete, they look perfectly 
fitting for the spooky occasion, but more importantly, 
completely tempting. | add a little garnish on top and then 
slide a drink toward Zooey. She abandons her other drink 
right away in favour of mine. Her eyes meet mine as she sips 
through the straw. | know even before the cocktail touches 
her tongue that she’s going to love it. 


She seems a little shocked at how good it is. | take a sip of 
my own with a smile. Like | predicted, it’s sweet, but with a 
sharp tang. It feels good to give her something so 
pleasurable, especially since | can’t touch her or do the 
things I’m so desperate to try out. 


“This...this is amazing,” she whispers. The women around 
her sigh happily, their jealousy clear in their wistful 
expressions. | lean across the bar toward her, smiling. 


“I call it... The Troublemaker,” | say gently. And boy, is she a 

troublemaker. She’s got me head over heels in the space of 

twenty-four hours. Now, | know there’s no escaping this web 
she’s weaving me into. 


The thing is, | don’t even mind. 


Zooey 


| didn’t think it was possible for a drink to turn me on, but 
sipping on my glass of The Troublemaker as Wes leads me to 
a quieter place has me shaking with desire. He made this 
specially for me after all. It’s almost like being the muse of 
an amazing painter. Except I’m a little drunk on this 
experience. 


It seems impossible that he guessed my tastes so perfectly. 
Blackberries are my favorite fruit, and he was completely 
right about tequila being my drink. It’s devastatingly 
attractive to know that he understands me. Hell, people 
closest to me probably couldn’t or wouldn’t do something 
like that for me. Does this just prove that my feelings for him 
aren't in my head? Are we linked in ways I never imagined 
we could be? Does he know me better than some of my 
closest friends? 


My Dad really has thought of it all. He’s made some kind of 
crazily cozy seating area with little wooden huts. Each one 
has a door for privacy, and is decorated to suit the theme of 
Halloween. My heart is racing. The thought of sitting behind 
a closed door with Wes sends my heart into overdrive. 


Wes finds one of the free huts and opens the door for me. | 
take a look around me. | can’t see either my Dad or Poppy, 
so it feels safe enough to get cozy with Wes right now. | 
clamber in, admiring the gothic decor inside. The bench | sit 
on is covered in black fur, and | immediately feel at home. 
Especially when Wes pulls the door closed behind us. 


Now that we’re alone, the world outside seems to be muted. 
It’s so quiet in here that you could hear a pin drop. Wes 
raises his glass of The Troublemaker to me. 


“To causing trouble,” he toasts. I’m so nervous that | can’t 

even reply, but | raise my glass as well and then drink. The 
alcohol is taking some of the edge off of my nerves, but it’s 
still scary being seated beside him. Sometimes when | look 
at him, | feel unsure of what | might do next. I’ve never felt 


less in control of my emotions. It’s exciting, it’s hot, it’s fun, 
but it’s also more terrifying than anything else I’ve ever 
experienced. 


“So,” Wes says, glancing up at me. “Your father tells me 
you’re a theatre student.” 


| nod, clearing my throat. “Yes. Well, | will graduate soon, but 
yes. And I’ve just landed a lead role.” 


“Sounds like you must be pretty good.” 


My instincts tell me to bow my head and be shy, but I lift my 
chin up. | don’t want him to see how nervous | am. “I would 
say I’m pretty good.” 


“What’s the play?” 


“It’s ‘A study of love’...the lead character - who I’m playing - 
goes through a series of romantic relationships and begins 
to believe that she is broken from her experiences, because 
of how she reacts to each experience.” 


“How do you mean?” 


| wasn’t prepared for all of these questions. When | told my 
father about my lead role, he brushed it off and started 
talking about bringing me into the business. But Wes 
actually seems interested in hearing what | have to say on 
the subject. | try to hide the smile forming on my lips as | 
continue talking. 


“Well...the first relationship is borderline abusive. The man 
she is with, Matthew, leads her on a crazy path to 
misery...she is lied to, cheated on, made to feel like she was 
the issue when she was nothing, but loving toward him. But 
when it’s over...she questions whether she even loved him in 
the first place. She wonders what hurts most - a broken 
heart, or the betrayal itself.” 


“An interesting concept,” Wes says, and it sounds like he 
means it. When I’ve tried to explain the story in the past, 


people claim it’s too depressing. Which it totally is. But I get 
the feeling that Wes appreciates art, and he understands it 
better than those who were so quick to dismiss the show. It 
fills me with some kind of confidence - confidence that my 
feelings for Wes aren’t misplaced. It really seems like he 
could be the perfect man for me. 


“What happens next? With the other lovers?” Wes asks. It 
might be my imagination, but it seems like he’s moved 
closer to me. The very thought of it takes my breath away, 
but | have to keep my cool. We're finally getting down to 
talking. | clear my throat once again. 


“Well, she moves on to someone else...and the guy is 
completely different. Jake is kind, sensitive, sweet...he sees 
her as some kind of goddess. Like, he really appreciates her. 
But as that relationship comes to a slow end, she’s left 
wondering if she really loved him...or loved the attention he 
provided her with.” 


“Very clever,” Wes says with a knowing nod. “I guess there 
are a lot of people who can relate to that.” 


| nod, though it’s not something | think | can understand. 
I’ve had attention from men before and never particularly 
enjoyed it. All | have ever wanted is to love someone 
completely, and for them to feel the same way. The rest of 
the world doesn’t matter to me. 


“Well...she spends a while on her own and she starts to 
believe that she’s asexual. She believes that she will never 
fall in love, and never be consumed with someone other 
than herself. But right at the end, she is given a kind of 
epiphany when she meets a man at her university lecture. 
She feels an instant click, the kind of all-consuming love 
that they always show in the movies. And the thing is...l 
really do believe that is something that can happen. The 
writer of the play clearly does as well. And when the play 
ends, she’s unsure whether things will progress between her 


and the man...but she is hopeful that she'll finally get a 
win.” 


Wes nods as he finishes his drink. | watch as his arm 
stretches out over the back of the bench behind my head. 
It’s such a deliberate act that | know is done to pull me in 
further. He looks me in the eyes with a casual smile and my 
heart melts. I’m feeling the emotions my character waited 
for during the play. Except I’ve waited my whole life for this, 
not just a few hours on a stage. | finally get it because he’s 
shown me what it means to fall hard and fast for a complete 
stranger. 


“I think it sounds like an incredible piece of theatre,” Wes 
says. “More so because you're playing the lead.” 


| blush. “That’s high praise...” 


“You deserve it,” Wes says huskily, “I’d love to come and see 
you perform. Do you think you can get me a ticket?” 


That knocks the breath out of my lungs. | can’t imagine what 
it would be like to have him out in the audience. Getting up 
on a stage can be scary enough anyway, but with him sitting 
in the audience, watching my every move, | can’t imagine 
how scary that would be. But he’s inspiring me with every 
second that we spend together. He’s teaching me how to tap 
into the same emotions as my character. I’ve spent a lifetime 
waiting to feel this tender, this vulnerable in the presence of 
a man. Now, Wes has brought me the whole sexy package of 
emotions. | feel myself leaning a little closer to him. 


“I'd love for you to come and watch,” | murmur. Our eyes 
lock onto one another’s. My insides turn to jelly. My pussy is 
wet with anticipation, begging for him to slip his fingers 
between my legs. The only sound is our heavy breathing. It’s 
heavy and warm in this little hut. We’re the only people in 
the world. 


But then Wes clears his throat and pulls back a little. I’m 
shocked that he’s pulling away now. It was so obvious to me 
that we were about to kiss. The mood was right, the 
conversation was practically creating sexual tension, and he 
was close enough that if he had moved just slightly, his lips 
would have been on mine. And now, he’s sitting away from 
me, acting as though nothing is happening between us. 


“Well, it sounds like you have a good career ahead of you,” 
he says smoothly, avoiding my eyes. “But have you put any 
thought into your future after acting? Like, in your father’s 
business, for example?” 


| can barely believe it. Has my father really been planting 
ideas in Wes’ head, trying to use him to convince me to 
become a part of his business? This isn’t what | expected at 
all. Wes has been flirting with me all evening. That much is 
obvious. So why, just as we were getting close, has he 
ruined it by bringing my father into this? 


| shake my head, and Wes seems to realize his own mistake. 
But before he can say another word, there is a sharp knock 
on the door of our hut. 


“Hello, people!” my father’s voice rings out from outside the 
door. “Whoever’s in there, it’s time to come out! We're all 
going to participate in the spooky game of hide and seek. 
Ready or not...here we come!” 


Once again, my father has managed to ruin everything. | 
sigh to myself, finishing off my drink with one last swig. Wes 
tries to catch my eye, but | look away. | feel used. | need to 
give up on this dumb fantasy. 


As much as I want him, Wes isn’t the man for me. 


CHAPTER 8 


Wes 


I’ve really screwed this up now. One moment, | was inches 
away from kissing the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen. 
Then, due to my own stupidity, | ended up ruining it. Why 
did | have to bring up the business? Why did | have to 
remind her of who I am, and what her father means to us 
both? 


Now, Zooey clearly doesn’t want to talk to me. | sigh to 
myself as we head to the start line for the game of hide and 
seek. There’s no way I’m coming back from this now. It was 
stupid of me. | just had in the back of my head the 
disapproval of her father, and how he had asked me to push 
her toward the business. | guess the guilt | was feeling for 
hitting on his daughter overcame me. But now, she doesn’t 
even want to look at me. 


I’m suddenly furious at Lawrence. If he wasn’t in the picture, 
| would be fucking Zooey in that cabin right now. If he didn’t 
exist, then we could be together without any disturbance. | 
curl my hands into fists, feeling frustrated. If only | could 
knock him into next week and take what’s mine. If only I'd 
kept my stupid mouth shut. 


If only. 


“Partner up!” Lawrence is shouting to people as they gather 
around. “Everyone will be hiding in pairs. Let’s get this game 
started!” 


| glance at Zooey. She is looking pretty solemn, which might 
have been funny at any other time considering she’s 
dressed as a Corpse Bride. But | want to see her smile again. 


| want to make my girl feel good, not make her miserable. | 
long to grab her and kiss her and show her that she has 
nothing to worry about. I’m all for her. If only there weren’t 
so many bloody obstacles. 


But this could be my last chance. If | can get her alone for 
this game, then maybe I can explain myself. Maybe this 
time, | can take one final risk and finally kiss her. There’s so 
much to lose if | do, but so much to gain. I’d risk everything 
for one opportunity to bed her. I’d give up everything to feel 
the warmth of her pussy around my cock. I’d kill to cum 
inside her and show her that she’s mine and no one else's. 
Her father doesn’t have the same kind of claim on her. He 
might have her as a daughter, but I’m holding her heart in 
my hands. 


“Let’s partner up,” | tell her quietly. She scowls at me 
defiantly, but as she scans the crowd for her friend, she sees 
that she is already occupied with someone else. She sighs 
and nods at me, refusing to meet my eyes. But my heart 
jolts with excitement all the same. I’ve got one final chance 
and I’m certainly not going to fuck this up. 


“Alright people, here are the rules of our special Halloween 
game of hide and seek!” Lawrence shouts, his face animated 
with excitement. | want to roll my eyes. This whole situation 
is ridiculous, but | shouldn’t be complaining. At least I’m 
going to get a chance to be alone with Zooey again in the 
dark. The thought has my cock standing at attention. | just 
hope no one can see my cock straining against my pants. 


“The rules are simple. Find a place to hide in the next five 
minutes. You can’t move from your hiding place after the 
five minutes are up. And then, our team of hunters will come 
and find you. However, if you go down to the woods 
today...you might be in for a big surprise! We have some 
trained actors hidden out in the grounds, ready to terrify you 
all! Otherwise, where is the Halloween spirit, hmm?” 


I’m getting impatient now. | want to grab Zooey’s hand and 
whisk her off into the woods. | hope that wherever we hide 
might be private enough that we can get a little frisky. But 
before that, | guess I’ve got to get her to forgive me. She 
shuffles a little closer to me to show we're in a partnership, 
but her arms are folded. She doesn’t look as though she is in 
a very forgiving mood. 


“Alright, everyone, five minutes are going on the clock! 
Ready...steady...go!” 


| grab Zooey’s arm as the crowd surge forward, peeling off in 
different directions of the forest. Zooey’s strides are 
confident as she tries to lead the way, and we enter the 
thick forested area. It’s kind of insane how big this place is, 
but I’m sure Zooey has been here before, | have to 
remember. 


It’s dark as we enter the forest and | hear a few lame 
screams as the actors jump out on unsuspecting party 
guests. Zooey finally cracks a smile, shaking her head to 
herself. She looks over at me and the sparkle has returned to 
her eyes. She’s still not smiling, but she’s running hard, so | 
put all my effort into it, matching her pace. 


“Can we talk?” | ask her, though my lungs feel like they’re 
being juggled each time my feet pound the floor. 


“When we find somewhere to hide,” Zooey replies a little 
breathlessly. “I know a place we can go.” 


| let her lead the way. Several times, actors in zombie or 
werewolf masks leap out and try to scare us, but it makes us 
both laugh more than scream. While the crowds thin out, 
Zooey confidently runs in a weaved path through the thicker 
parts of the forest. She’s got an advantage, that’s for sure, 
but that’s what | want. The further out we can get, the more 
time we’re going to have alone. 


Our five minutes are almost up when Zooey slows down. 
Here, the woodland dips downward. At the top of the small 
slope is an impressive tree. Its roots spill downward into the 
pit like tendrils. Zooey stops and begins to clamber over 
some of the roots, so | follow her. | find her nestled among 
them in a small natural alcove made by the tree. She offers a 
small smile. 


“| used to hide from my father here all the time when I was 
younger,” she says quietly. “| guessed it would still be a 
good hiding place.” 


| sigh and clamber in beside her. | don’t know what 
happened between her and her father to make them so 
distant, but | guess it’s none of my business. In fact, at this 
point, | don’t even care. My focus is on her, and not him. | 
won’t make the mistake of bringing him into the equation 
again. This is about what | feel, and what she feels. All of a 
sudden, | couldn’t care less about my best friend’s feelings. 


“Zooey...| want to apologize,” | tell her quietly. The last thing 
| want now is for us to be caught out here. “I shouldn’t have 
asked about the business...that’s between you and him. | 
won’t get myself in the middle of the pair of you again. 
But...| guess that’s kind of tricky, considering how much | 
want you.” 


Zooey’s eyes widen. She looks like she might have forgiven 
me pretty quickly, but her anger has quickly been replaced 
with nerves. She clearly doesn’t know what to say. She 
wants this as much as | do, but now, I’ve put herina 
position where she has to make a decision - does she want to 
take a risk, or play on the safe side? 


I make the decision for her and kiss her. 


Zooey 


His lips on mine are all I’ve ever wanted. It’s exactly how | 
pictured my first real kiss - not some staged one that I’ve 
had in theatre class. This is the real deal. His strong hands 
cup my face, and his lips are firm, but soft. | can tell from his 
urgency how much he wants me. How much he wants this to 
happen. 


We shouldn’t be doing this, but I’m not going to hold back 
now. I’ve come this far. For once, I’m not thinking of anyone 
else. I’m going to finally focus on myself and my needs. And 
right now, | need him. 


He pulls away from me and his lips dive to kiss my neck. 
Each time his lips meet my skin, it’s like he’s drawing the 
breath from my lungs. I’m tingling all over, wetter than | 
thought possible between my legs. His teeth nip my neck 
and | gasp loudly. | never thought a man would be able to 
draw such a sexual noise from me, but | can’t help it. I’ve 
never been so turned on. 


His lips move downward to my chest. My breasts are spilling 
out over the corset of my fake wedding dress and his lips 
worship them, his hand moving to cup one of my breasts. | 
buck into him, wanting more, desperate for his touch. 


“For the first time, I’m glad my father throws these ridiculous 
parties,” | say breathlessly. Wes laughs throatily, his tone 
deep and sexy as he runs a hand up my leg under my skirts. 


“Me too,” he growls. “Otherwise, | would never have met 
you an 


| can’t help blushing. He makes me feel so special, like 
there’s never been another woman for him, and there never 
will be again. Is it crazy to believe that it could be true? Are 
these instant connections the real deal? 


| don’t have time to think anymore. His hand has reached a 
place a only | have ever explored. He parts my legs roughly, 
hooking his finger on the outside of my panties and gently 


running it along my pelvic bone. | involuntarily moan again, 
unable to prevent myself from making noise. He draws it out 
of me like | know no other man would be able to. 


His hand roughly tugs my panties away from my pussy, left 
sopping wet by my juices. His eyes meet mine with raw 
animalism as his finger nudges my clit. He growls with 
passion, driven wild by me. 


“Damn, you’re wet. You want me, baby? You want me to fuck 
you with my fingers?” 


“Yes,” | breathe. I’ve never wanted anything more. | can’t 
tear my eyes from his as he slides a finger inside me for the 
first time. His tongue runs along his lips and he moans, 
returning to kiss my neck as he dips his finger in and out. 
I’m making so much noise that he’s forced to clamp his free 
hand over my mouth. 


“I'm glad it feels good, baby,” he murmurs. “But we can’t get 
caught. | don’t want this to end.” 


| nod. There’s something about having his hand over my lips 
that I like anyway. | love how it makes me feel like he’s 
utterly in control. He’s dominating me, showing me who’s 
the boss. Those muscled arms of his are so strong that | 
know he could do whatever he wanted to me. As his finger 
delve deeper inside me, | Know I'd let him do just about 
anything to me without a single complaint. I’ve never felt 
like I'd give myself so willingly before. Now, | know that | was 
just waiting for Wes to come along. 


He inserts another finger inside me and | buck against his 
hand, forcing him deeper. It might be my first time with a 
man touching me like this, but I’ve been curious about these 
things for a very long time. I’ve touched myself a million 
times and never felt the way | do now. If it feels this good 
right now, how amazing will it be when he finally fucks me 
for real? 


| want some sense of relief from this euphoria. | want him to 
make me cum. He moves his hand from my mouth to kiss me 
again, his tongue parting my lips. He starts moving faster 
between my legs and | grip him desperately. 


“Say you’re mine,” he says as he pulls away from me, his 
eyes locking on mine. “Say it.” 


“I’m yours,” | moan as quietly as | can. “I’m all yours. 
Always.” 


The last word slips out of my mouth like it’s the most natural 
thing in the world. | half expect him to be freaked out, but it 
only seems to drive him wilder. He pushes himself against 
me so that we’re chest to chest. It forces his fingers deeper 
inside me and | yell out as | cum all over his fingers. I’m 
dizzy with euphoria, breathing hard, practically seeing stars. 
| got exactly what | wanted, and it seems that Wes did too. | 
can see his erection pushing against his pants. He sighs in 
pleasure as my wetness coats his hand, but clamps his other 
hand over my mouth. He knows that we must be close to 
getting caught, and I’ve made enough noise to draw 
attention to us. 


And sure enough, | hear a rustle nearby. Someone is close 
by. | struggle to fix my panties back in place as he withdraws 
his hand in shock. Our eyes lock and he puts a finger to his 
lips. | can see my juices glistening on his skin. It almost 
makes me orgasm all over again, but | keep quiet. After all, | 
don’t want this moment to end. 


We're squashed in close together, breathing hard. He’s 
pressed against me, so! can feel the hard muscles of his 
arms. | want to lean my head against his shoulder and 
savour the moment we just shared, but we can’t right now. 
We're moments away from being found. 


Sure enough, one of the hunters scrambles over the roots 
and finds us close together. He grins with pride and whoops. 


“You're the last pair to be found,” he says. “Come out and 
claim your prize!” 


Some of the hunters applaud as we clamber out of the roots, 
but it doesn’t feel like a win. | would happily have stayed 
nestled in the tree roots, just me and my lover. As we walk 
back toward the house, | can feel the energy between us like 
electricity in my veins. We glance at one another with a 
knowing smile. Even if our session got cut short, it doesn’t 
feel like the end of this. 


It only feels like the beginning. 


CHAPTER 9 


Wes 


Lying in bed alone for the second night in a row feels like a 
stab in the stomach. Now that I’ve had a taste of what it can 
be like with Zooey, | want more. | want all of her. | want to 
fuck her left, right and sideways. | want to show her what a 
man can do to a woman. | want to use my hands, my fingers, 
my tongue, my cock, to make her feel like she’s never felt 
before. She’s mine now - our little session in the trees 
showed me that - and now, no one else can have her. Not 
that she will want anyone else when | prove how good | can 
give it to her. 


| could definitely have her here right now, if only | could get 
to her without her friend knowing. She’s sharing a room - 
and a bed - with her friend Poppy. It makes me angry 
knowing that someone else gets to lie next to her. | know for 
a fact that Poppy isn’t her lover, but she still has the 
potential to reach over and touch my woman, and for that, | 
can’t help being furious. It should be me. 


But if | go there and | get caught, | Know Lawrence would kill 
me. If he even had an inkling of what happened in the forest 
earlier, he’d have me hung, drawn and quartered. He just 
doesn’t understand. This is serious, me and her. It might be 
brand new to us all, but | plan to make it last. No woman will 
ever make me feel like this again, | know that for a fact. So 
what’s the point in holding back, or downplaying how | feel? 


If | could only make him see what this means to me, then I'd 
be able to get what | want. I’d be able to share my bed with 
her without worrying that it’s going to get us both in trouble. 
More than anything, | don’t want to be a homewrecker. | 


could deal with losing Lawrence and the business, but | 
would hate to be the reason Zooey and her father fall out. 


As we returned to the house earlier, Lawrence said how nice 
it was that Zooey and | were getting along. | feel a little 
guilty, but | guess lying here with a massive hard on is my 
punishment. 


It’s only fair, | suppose. I’ve betrayed him, but how often do | 
really get my own way? | let him take charge of the business 
- it was born from his passion, not mine - and now all | want 
is to find someone that | connect with. Is that too much to 
ask. 


Suddenly, I’m itching to go into her bedroom and take 
what’s mine. | don’t care about Poppy seeing us. | think she 
would keep her mouth shut - I’ve seen her milling around 
with one of the older couples here. She’d want what’s best 
for her friend, right? And | know | could be good for Zooey if 
| had the opportunity. I’m a good man. She’s a good girl. 
Together, we could be amazing. 


It’s enough to get me out of my bed and rushing down the 
corridor. I’m only wearing my underwear, but if | turn back 
now, | might convince myself that this is a bad idea. My cock 
is throbbing with anticipation. It feels like | have waited 
years for this moment, even though we only met yesterday. 
Now, I’m desperate to get the release I’ve been searching 
for. 


| stop outside her bedroom, taking a deep breath. This is the 
riskiest thing | have ever done. | consider myself smart and 
sensible, but my lust for her seems to have ripped all of my 
senses out of me. Now, the animal has taken over. 


| open the door. 


Zooey 


Poppy has been asleep for a long time. We got back from the 
party at around one am, and she insisted that we get an 
‘early night’ in preparation for the grand finale of the party 
tomorrow. Now, it’s almost three o'clock and I’m still lying 
here without any intention of sleeping. My arousal is keeping 
me wide awake. He gave me just enough earlier in the 
woods to satisfy my craving, but now I’m desperate for more. 
| want all of him. | want to touch him back. 


I want him to fuck me. 


My hand rests over my pussy. It’s so tempting to slip my 
fingers down into my panties and give myself some relief. 
I’ve been wet as hell all evening. But with Poppy here, | can’t 
do a thing. Besides, nothing could compare to his touch. 


| keep reliving it in my head. How deftly he touched me. He 
knew exactly how to drive me wild. It makes me wonder how 
many women have come before me, but I'd like to believe 
that they pale in comparison to me. It’s a bold thing to think, 
but | saw the way he looked at me. He was driven wild by his 
desire. How many women can pull that kind of reaction from 
him? Because in my experience, a connection like this is 
rare. 


And now, | don’t know if | can live without him. It’s like | kept 
my own sexuality under lock and key for all these years. 
Now that it’s been unleashed, there’s no going back. | don’t 
want to go back to the way things were anyway. | want to 
Carry on. 


I’m about to drift off when I see the door open a crack. At 
first, | think | must be imagining it. But then | see Wes 
standing in the doorway. His tight boxers perfectly sculpt the 
shape of his large member, and his bare torso is toned and 
muscular. | gasp as he puts a finger to his lips and steps into 
the room, crossing to my side of the bed. | turn to look at 
Poppy, hoping she hasn’t stirred. She hasn’t at all, and is still 
snoring softly. 


“What are you doing here?” | whisper to Wes. | couldn’t be 
happier to see him, but having him in my bedroom feels so 
risky. Last time we were here, my father almost caught us. 
Now, he grins as he kneels beside my bed, slipping his hand 
under the duvet to caress my leg. 


“| had to see you,” he growls, “And | want to finish what we 
started.” 


His hand grazes my pussy gently and | shudder. It occurs to 
me that this is the most dangerous position we’ve been in 
yet, but | can’t focus on anything but my lust for him. | let 
him caress my clit through my panties teasingly before 
moving his hand up my body. 


“We shouldn’t be doing this...” 


“So tell me to stop,” he murmurs quietly. Through my 
wireless bra, he finds my nipple and squeezes. It’s like an 
electric shock. I’ve never had anyone touch me this way 
before, but damn it feels good. | bite my thumb to stop 
myself from gasping. In the dark, | see his handsome 
features light up with both amusement and desire. 


“| don’t want you to stop,” | whisper. “Ever.” 


“I want you,” he growls, leaning in to kiss my neck. “For real 
this time.” 


| close my eyes as his lips trail over my body, planting wet 
kisses on my breasts, my hips, my thighs. Each kiss brings a 
new sensation, a new shock of pleasure that | didn’t think 
was possible. | suppress a giggle - it tickles a little - and 
wrap my arms around Wes’ neck. Our lips meet and our hot 
breath mingles together. It’s easy to forget that we're not 
alone and Wes sits on the edge of the bed to get closer to 
me. | wrap my legs around him, feeling his member pressing 
against me as my crotch positions over his. He gyrates 
against me gently, sending me into overdrive. | press my lips 


into his shoulder to muffle the moan that is released from 
me. How can one person manage to drive me so wild? 


But we’re not alone, as much as we might be getting good at 
pretending we are. Beside me, | hear Poppy stir, sending a 
shock through my heart. | pull away in panic and Wes has 
the sense to slide off of the bed, hiding beneath it quickly. 
Just in time, too, because moments later, Poppy opens her 
eyes and catches me watching her. 


“What’s going on?” she asks. 


CHAPTER 10 


Wes 


My breath catches in my throat. | can’t believe how close we 
are to getting caught. And Poppy is certainly suspicious, 
asking what is going on. I hold my breath, wondering if 
Poppy is going to catch on. 


“Seriously, why are you staring at me?” Poppy demands to 
know. “What’s going on?” 


| hear Zooey force a laugh. “Oh, nothing...l’ve been awake 
for a while. You’ve been snoring. That’s all.” 


Poppy is silent for a moment and I’m suddenly worried that 
she hasn’t bought the tall tale at all. But then she laughs 
and | breathe a quick sigh of relief. 


“Sorry. | can’t help it. Alcohol makes me snore more.” 


Zooey laugh is strained. “Yeah, same. | guess | didn’t drink 
enough to fall asleep.” 


“Well, no worries. I’m awake now. Why don’t you tell me 
about your night? | barely saw you at the event.” 


| close my eyes and curse in my head. Why does she have to 
do this now when I'm literally hiding under the bed? She 
could have this conversation in the morning. Zooey seems to 
be thinking the same as she fakes a yawn. 

“Honestly, I’m finally getting tired... want to catch some 


r ” 


ZS. 


“Oh come on, Zooey. | Know you’re just avoiding telling me 
about the hunk you were hanging around with all night.” 


| grin to myself. Who doesn’t love being called a hunk? 
Besides, now that | think about it, this is the perfect 
opportunity to figure out exactly what Zooey is thinking of 
me. 


“Poppy, please...” 


“I'm not sleeping until you give me details. You think he’s 
hot, right?” 


Zooey pauses and | smile smugly. She knows I’m about to 
hear every word of what she says. She sighs in defeat. 


“Of course he’s hot.” 


“| knew you had your eye on him, you absolute minx. Shame 
he’s your Dad’s bestie, right? Kind of puts a pin in anything 
happening, right?” 


“Right...” 


“I can’t believe you took him to your secret hideout during 
hide and seek. | bet you loved that, squished up together 
with him in the alcove...” 


“Alright, enough.” 


This conversation is certainly a treat for me, even if it’s 
torture for Zooey. Seems she’s not being as sneaky with me 
as she thought. | wonder if anyone else has picked up on the 
chemistry between me and her. | guess when it’s as strong 
as it is between us, it’s hard to ignore. 


“I'm only teasing you, Zooey. You know that. But seriously, if 
you like him, maybe you should keep your distance a bit. If 
you want to get close with your Dad again, it’s not a good 
look to be gunning for his best friend...” 


“To be honest, I’m not all that interested in repairing a 
broken relationship with my Dad,” Zooey comments coldly. “| 
shouldn’t have to. He should have pulled his weight years 


ago, not now just because I’m old enough to be invited to 
his boozy parties. I’m making up the numbers here.” 


“That’s not true...” 


“It is, Poppy. That’s why he brought me here. So quite 
frankly, it’s not his business what I do.” 


“Or who you do...” 


“Gross, Poppy. Look, I’m super tired...can we talk about this 
tomorrow? Please?” 


“Alright, spoilsport, l'Il let you off...goodnight.” 


| wait silently, holding my breath. It takes some time, but 
eventually, | hear Poppy’s snoring filling the air once again. 
When | do, Zooey’s head peeps over the side of the bed. 
She’s smiling, though | can see the conversation with Poppy 
dampened her mood a little. 


“Shall | go?” | ask. Her smile widens and she slides out of the 
bed and clambers on top of me, straddling me like a horse. 
She pushes her breasts forward and leans in to kiss my lips. 
Her sleek black hair tickles my chest, and she gently pushes 
down against my cock, stiffening it once again. 


“You should go,” she says. “But I’m sure as hell coming with 
you.” 


| feel a growl ripple through my chest, and my arousal 
increases tenfold. | grab her hips as | sit up and she wraps 
her legs around me. In her lacy underwear, she looks so 
damn sexy that | wish | could fuck her right here, right 
against the wall. But now, we have a chance to be truly 
alone for the first time. After all, who is going to come 
looking for us in the middle of the night? 


“Come on then, baby,” | whisper, lifting her in my arms. 
She’s still entwined around me, her heavy breasts pushed in 
my face. It’s a view | can’t complain about. She giggles 
quietly as | navigate my way toward the door and down the 


corridor to my room. | close the door behind us and she flicks 
the switch on the wall, shedding her in light. | can finally see 
her in all her glory, her small pink nipples pushing through 
the material of her bra and her cheeks flushed with 
anticipation. | throw her down on the bed and crawl on top 
of her with a low growl. She giggles a little nervously, but | 
can tell she wants it. 


“Did you mean what you said before?” | ask her, showering 
her sexy body with kisses. She reacts so sweetly to each and 
every touch, bucking against my lips and letting out little 
gasps. 


“About what?” 
“That you would be mine. Always.” 


She looks a little surprised at the question, but | can tell 
she’s not put off. Maybe she wants to belong to someone as 
much as | want to own someone. We're the perfect match in 
SO many ways. She nods quietly. 


“Yes. | meant it.” 


“Good,” | growl, nipping her skin with my teeth. “Now | know 
you’re serious about this.” 


“| want this,” she breathes as | move down her body toward 
her sopping wet pussy. “But there’s something you need to 
know...l don’t know whether it will put you off.” 


“Nothing could ever put me off...” 
“Just hear me out...” 


| pause for a moment, my heart thudding wildly in 
anticipation. “What is it?” 


She takes a deep breath. “Well...it’s just...” 
“It’s alright, baby. Take your time.” 
Her eyes meet mine. “I’m...I’m a virgin.” 


Zooey 


The room falls completely silent, and for a horrible second, | 
think I’ve made the wrong decision in telling him. Did he 
really need to know that about me? It’s a secret that only my 
closest friends know about, and I’ve just told the one man 
that might possibly have captured my heart. | should have 
just let him take my virginity without saying a word. Now 
he’s going to think there’s something wrong with me. After 
all, how many twenty-one year old virgins are there? 


He’s crouched on the bed, his face between my legs as | 
deliver the news. His face is a little shocked, his brow 
furrowed. His eyes meet mine and | feel more shy than | 
have this entire time. This is it. This is the moment where he 
says he’s no longer interested. 


But | watch suddenly as his face changes. All of a sudden, 
he’s smiling at me. His face is completely consumed with 
this sudden happiness. 


“Baby...that’s the hottest thing you could possibly have said 
to me.” 


| blink in complete surprise. That was the last thing | was 
expecting him to say to me. “Really? Are you sure? You don’t 
have to lie to save my feelings...” 


“How could | lie to you,” Wes asks, crawling slowly over my 
body until our faces are close together. He kisses my lips 
gently. “I like that you’re a virgin. It means you can be mine, 
and mine only...for as long as you want me.” 


My lips crash against his. Hearing him say that he’s happy 
makes me happy too. | don’t care what people say; some 
might say I’m rushing into this, others might say that I’ve 
chosen the wrong man, but in my heart, this feels right. | 
want him, and | want him to take my virginity. | want him to 


take my body in his arms and make me feel like I’ve never 
felt before. My lips kiss his desperately and he clutches me 
hard. All of a sudden, | have everything in the world. 


“Wait,” | say, pushing him off me. He looks confused for a 
moment but | smile sweetly at him. “I want to give you 
something back. | want to suck you off.” 


Wes smirks at me. “Well how can | say no to an offer like 
that? Show me what you’ve got, baby.” 


I’m a little nervous as | tentatively push him down on the 
bed so that he’s lying on his back. He said nothing could 
change the way he feels about me, but what if I’m not good 
at this? What if | can’t give him the same level of pleasure 
that he gave me? 


He seems to notice that I’m nervous because he reaches out 
to brush hair away from my face and caress my cheek. 


“It’s okay. You don’t have to...” 


“| want to,” | insist, kissing my way down his body. His hand 
tangles in my hair, massaging my scalp. He seems so calm. 
Of course, he’s done this before, but it’s almost unnerving 
how calm he is. | hope it’s not because I’m boring him. But 
when I look up and see him licking his lips, I’m certain that’s 
not the case. He wants this as much as I do, so! guess I’m 
just going to have to show him a good time. 


His dick has been straining against his underwear for some 
time now, and as | tug his boxers down, it springs free. | 
gasp. | never knew a cock could be so big. It looks like it 
would barely fit in both my hands. | can’t wait to have it 
inside me, but first things first. | lick my lips slowly and suck 
the top of his penis. He growls in pleasure and his grip in my 
hair tightens. 


“Yes, baby. Just like that.” 


| suck the tip for a while, warming myself up. Then, 
tentatively at first, | let more of his cock slide into my mouth. 
| bob my head up and down, taking in a little more of his 
cock each time | bob down. He grunts in pleasure. 


“That’s right...take it deep, baby...” 


| must be doing something right because his eyes are closed 
and his dick seems even stiffer in my mouth. | work up a 
rhythm, opting to use one of my hands too as I take him 
deep. | can feel him in the back of my throat, but | don’t gag. 
| take it just deep enough to be comfortable, but from his 
reaction, | know it’s exactly what he wanted. All of a sudden, 
| feel like an expert. 


His hand presses gently against my head and I take hima 
little deeper, almost reaching the base of his cock. He’s wild 
now, grunting and growling with each movement of my 
head. | can’t believe that I’m making him feel like this. My 
fears dissolve as | continue to work his cock and send him 
closer to his release. 


Suddenly, he stops and taps my shoulder, breathing hard. | 
look up at him, my mouth still full of his cock. He’s panting 
now. 


“Stop now, or | won’t be able to fuck you. I’m going to cum,” 
he says. | smile, kissing the tip of his cock. 


“That’s okay,” | tell him. “Il want to taste you...please, let me 
finish you off...” 


Wes hesitates for a second before nodding. Eagerly, | return 
my mouth to his cock and continue to work it. He grunts a 
few more times as | pick up the pace, ready to give him the 
grand finale. Suddenly, a hot load of cum hits the back of 
my throat, coating my tongue, filling my mouth. He grunts in 
ecstasy and | sigh, swallowing his load eagerly. | can’t 
believe | made this happen. As my mouth continues to suck, 
more liquid fills my mouth, warm and slightly salty on my 


tastebuds. It somehow tastes good, though | never expected 
it to. Perhaps it’s because it comes from the man I’ve 
become infatuated with. Perhaps only he could make this 
experience seem so good. His eyes meet mine as | lick the 
remainder of the white liquid from my lips. 


“Good girl,” he growls, stroking a hand over my head. “But 
now it’s my turn. Let me give you everything.” 


As | kneel up, he sits up and grabs me by my waist, throwing 
me down on the bed. | giggle, the taste of him still on my 
lips. He yanks my underwear down my legs, completely 
dominating in every action he does. It’s hot as hell, and 
there’s no way I’m going to stop him now. | want to be 
dominated. By him and him only. 


My shaven pussy is revealed to him for the very first time, 
but | forget to be nervous. He’s made everything with him 
feel so safe, though exhilarating. | Know I’m safe with him. | 
dangle my feet over his shoulders, knowing exactly where 
he is headed. He snakes himself between my legs, kissing 
my thighs softly. His strong arms grapple around my legs 
and pull me closer. Then, his tongue flickers over my clit for 
the first time. 


CHAPTER 11 


Wes 


Zooey cries out in pleasure. There’s no need to be quiet this 
time. These parties are full of couples fucking drunkenly 
every single night. No one will question the sounds we make 
between these four walls. And with Lawrence’s bedroom 
safely on the other side of the house, it’s safe to say that 
we’re not going to be caught. 


My tongue is doing all the work right now. | want to savour 
this moment, rather than bringing her straight to ecstasy 
right away. I’m confident I can do that- | saw how responsive 
she was to me out in the forest - but right now, | want to 
make the most of our time together. Who knows when we 
might get to do this again? Before | make her mine and 
enter her for the first time, I’m going to make her cum over 
and over again. 


She seems to like what I’m doing so far. | massage her clit 
with my tongue, applying varying pressure to bring out new 
sensations each time. She’s so wet that I can taste her 
immediately on my tongue. | growl with pleasure. 


“Damn, you taste so good, baby. Do you like this?” 


“Yes,” she breathes, clutching at the sheets. “I love it. Please 
don’t stop.” 


| continue as | am, lapping at her pussy like a cat with 
cream. I’ve never wanted to impress a woman so damn 
much. I’ve never been so invested in a sexual encounter. As 
she squirms beneath my touch | feel a sense of satisfaction 
that I’ve waited years to feel. 


| can tell she’s getting close. | increase the pressure, 
gripping her legs with my hands as she moans loudly. Then, 
with an orgasmic shudder, she bucks against my face, 
letting out one last cry. In the time it’s taken me to get her to 
this point, my dick has hardened again and I smile to myself. 
Finally, | can do what I really want to. 


“| want you,” | growl, pulling her up by her hips so that we’re 
pressed together, her legs around my waist. She looks a 
little nervous, but there is a glimmer of excitement in her 
eyes. She runs her tongue over her lips. 


“I’m yours.” 


That’s the only confirmation | need. | slip off her bra and 
adjust my position so that my cock is just over her entrance. 
| glance down at her to make sure she’s alright. Being a 
virgin must make this moment a little nerve-wracking. But 
she’s smiling at me, breathing hard. She looks so damn sexy 
that | can’t hold back any longer. 


“I’m going to make you all mine,” | growl. And then | push 
myself inside her for the first time. She gasps loudly. | 
haven't gone too deep, but I’m big for her tight little pussy. 
It must be like heaven for her. She closes her eyes, her 
mouth parted slightly as | work up a slow rhythm. It feels so 
good to have her clenched around my cock, to see her 
spread out on my bed as I take her virginity. With each 
thrust, she moves slightly, her breasts bouncing as | thrust 
into her. I’ve never been so aroused. 


“Oh my God,” she breathes. “You're so big. Don’t stop. 
Please, never stop.” 


| grin smugly to myself, increasing my rhythm and going 
deeper than before. She moans sexily, loving every second 
of me inside her. | find her clit with my thumb and begin to 
work it too, giving her another level of pleasure entirely. 
She’s writhing and sweaty on the sheets, panting with every 


move | make. It’s enough to make me want to cum already, 
and | have to keep holding back to stop myself from ending 
this too early. l'II edge for as long as | can just to keep this 
experience going. 


Meanwhile, she’s close to her second orgasm. | shift my 
position so that I’m crouching closer to her as | thrust, going 
even deeper inside her. Her eyes open in shock. l'Il bet she 
never knew she could feel something so good. 


“Baby, I’m close,” she whispers pleasurably. | pump myself 
inside her several more times and she grips the sheets hard. 
One final nudge of my thumb and she’s sent crashing into 
ecstasy. She gasps loudly as she cums and the sweet sense 
of release makes me want to do the same. But I’m not 
finished with her yet. 


| pull out of her while she’s still trying to catch her breath 
and scoop her up in my arms. To her credit, she goes with it, 
naturally wrapping her legs around me as I sit back on the 
bed. Now, she’s on my lap, facing me with her wet pussy 
gently pushed against my cock. As she’s catching her 
breath, | gently tease her clit with my fingers. When she’s 
finally back in a position where she feels in control, | grab 
my cock and push it against her entrance once again. 


“Lean back,” | order her. She does as | ask, leaning on her 
hands which are positioned on either side of my feet. She’s 
in a sort of crab position, her breasts pushed out and her 
sleek black hair falling back like a waterfall. | lean back too 
and insert myself inside her, lazily rocking in and out of her. 
It gets me deep inside her once again and she sighs in 
quieter pleasure. She’s glistening with sweat, but she gets 
into the rhythm of this new position as well, pushing against 
me and allowing me deeper and deeper with each 
movement. She moans with pleasure, which is enough to 
make me thrust even harder. Her lips are parted and the 
force of my thrusting move her whole body each time, 


causing her to gasp a little. She’s out of breath and it’s hot 
as fuck. | love how deep | can get inside her like this, but | 
want to hold her close. | pull her properly onto my lap so 
that she’s sitting on my dick. She looks me in the eyes and | 
can see that she knows exactly what | want her to do. As | 
hold her close, she bounces up and down on top of me. 
She’s tentative at first, surprised by the intensity of this new 
position, but soon, she gets into the rhythm of it and | hold 
her close to me. Her breasts bounce in front of my face and | 
clutch her perfect ass as she continues to ride me. She’s 
getting louder with each bounce and | can barely contain 
myself, desperate to blow my hot load inside her tight pussy. 
But | want her to cum one more time before | let myself go. 
This is her first time and | want it to be as perfect as 
possible. 


When I sense her getting close to the edge I push her 
backward onto the bed, her legs wrapped around my waist 
as | take the reins again. | plunge deep inside her and move 
my lips to her nipple, clamping my teeth around it and 
pulling the delicate skin. She gasps and | use my tongue to 
pleasure it further as | pound into her. She grabs the back of 
my neck. 


“I’m almost there...please, baby, fuck me...” 


| don’t need to be told twice. As | go deep she yells out, her 
pussy clamping hard around me again as she cums. All of a 
sudden, | cum too, shaken to the core by the brilliance of the 
release. Still deep inside her, | fill her up with my load, 
aroused further by being able to do so. She’s gasping, still 
riding her high as her head rests against the pillow. | love 
the sheen of sweat left on her perfect body. | love how her 
thighs shake as she keeps them wrapped around my waist. | 
love that I’m the only person to do this to her, the one man 
who can pleasure her. 


She’s mine now. 


Zooey 


| lie beneath Wes’ muscular form, his dick still deep inside 
me as we recover. | can barely believe this has finally 
happened to me. I’ve waited so long for a man to come 
along and sweep me off my feet, but | always thought I had 
patience. | thought that when that man came along, I'd be 
able to keep up my walls a little longer and stay out of his 
bed. | was certain I’d make sure he was the one before | gave 
myself to him completely. Now that Wes has made me 
climax for the third time, and my body is trying desperately 
to recover from the earth-shattering orgasms, | see that | 
was wrong this whole time. 


Wes gets off of me, finally pulling out of me. Part of me 
wishes he would stay inside me. Now that he’s gone, it feels 
as though I’m missing something. But he lies beside me and 
pulls me close, which makes me feel a lot better. He lazily 
kisses my sweaty skin and his hand finds the space between 
my legs. I’m tired and ready to sleep, but how can I say no to 
his advances when everything he does feels so damn good? 
His finger circles my clit gently and | sigh at his touch, 
closing my eyes. This feels so right, to be next to him, for us 
to be unable to keep our hands off of one another. This is 
what I’ve been waiting for all of my life. 


“I've never felt so good,” | whisper as he continues to tease 
me. I’m quietly reaching the edge of another climax with 
every movement of his finger. | know how it goes from here 
from my own experiences. The orgasms will get closer 
together, get much less intense, but still so good that it’s 
impossible to resist carrying on. | edge toward the end with 
several gasps and he brings me to another orgasm that 
makes me sees Stars. Then, his fingers dip inside me, gently 
penetrating my wet pussy. 


“I want to make you feel even better,” he murmurs. “That’s 
what I’m here for.” 


| find that | don’t mind that at all. | let him continue his 
magic between my legs as | groan. 


“I've never found myself in a position where | feel 
so...compatible.” 


“Maybe some things are just meant to be,” Wes says sleepily. 
Suddenly, sex isn’t what | want anymore. As much as it feels 
good to have him touching me, all I really want is to know 
what it feels like to fall asleep in his arms. All | want is to fall 
asleep and be with him in my dreams as well as in real life. | 
gently move his hand away and place it instead on my 
waist. Wes smiles at me a little sleepily and pulls my body 
closer to him. | can feel his heartbeat through his chest as 
we press together, and my own heart is running amok. This 
is what | have been waiting for. 


| close my eyes and fall asleep in his arms. 
KK KKK 


When I wake up, | expect the euphoria to continue. | expect 
excitement as wild as when he was inside me last night, but 
for what the future might hold for us instead of for sex. 
Instead, | wake up with an uncomfortable feeling in the pit of 
my stomach. As | adjust to my surroundings, | find that it’s 
early morning now, and Wes is still fast asleep. The house is 
quiet and it seems like no one else is awake, leaving me 
alone with this new-found guilt that | have. 


How could | be so stupid last night? Following my heart is 
one thing, but | followed Wes straight to bed. As much as | 
wanted it, | should have had the sense to hold back. After 
all, even if he is the man of my dreams, the only one who 
can make me happy in the long run, he is still my father’s 
best friend. Even if | don’t have a lot of respect for my father, 
it was still a mistake to do something that would directly 


hurt him. He’s trying now to fix things between us, and my 
actions last night could put a dagger straight through his 
heart. Am I really that uncaring, that thoughtless? If | am, | 
guess I’ve now stooped down to my father’s level. 


Now, I’m left not Knowing what to do. Do | keep digging this 
grave I’ve started to unearth, and see if | can make 
something of my relationship with Wes? Or do I walk away 
now, and potentially save my relationship with my father? 
Do | go after what my heart wants, or do | listen to my head? 


If my father finds out, it'll make the decision for me. If I ruin 
things with him unintentionally, then | owe it to myself to 
make something work with Wes. But that’s the worst case 
scenario, and | really hope he never finds out what | did 
here. Ideally, I’d get my happily ever after, but it seems that 
no matter what | do, I’m set to lose. This is bigger than what 
| want. | have to take myself out of the equation before | 
make even more of a mess. It’s not just my heart at stake. 
It’s relationships, family, life long friendships, partnerships 
in business. And | don’t want to be the reason anything in 
this world falls apart. 


| slowly slide out of bed, tears welling in my eyes. | pick up 
my underwear and slide it on in the darkness of the room, 
hoping Wes won't stir. | have to leave before he wakes up. 
We only have one more day to survive here at this ridiculous 
extravaganza, and then I never have to see him again. My 
Wes. My breaking heart will heal over time...maybe. If it 
doesn’t, | guess l'Il just have to deal with that for as long as | 
live. The man who took my virginity will become a dull ache 
in my heart forever, and there’s nothing | can do about it. 


| walk slowly toward the door, wishing someone would give 
me a reason to stay tucked up next to him. | wish someone 
else would take the control over this decision. But I’ve made 
my bed, and now | have to lie in it. | open the door quietly 
and tiptoe down the corridor, away from Wes, away from 


everything | have ever wanted. Am | making a mistake? 
Probably? Can | go back now? | don’t think so. 


Will | regret this forever? Definitely. 


CHAPTER 12 


Wes 


| wake up and instinctively reach for Zooey. | was expecting 
her to be next to me the moment | opened my eyes. Now, 
I’m clutching at empty sheets. As | open my bleary eyes, | 
see that she’s not there. | sit up quickly, the world spinning 
around me as | look for her. | was hoping maybe she was in 
my ensuite bathroom, or maybe getting dressed. But now, | 
can see that she’s nowhere to be found. 


| wipe the sleep from my eyes, feeling frustrated. Why would 
she leave me without saying goodbye? Sure, | get that she 
has to be cautious. Getting caught in bed with me could be 
disastrous. But she could have woken me up to let me know 
where she was going. She could have given me a little sugar 
before she decided to do a runner on me. Instead, she’s 
slipped away as though she’s embarrassed about what 
happened between us. 


To go from fucking all night long to being left alone in bed 
doesn’t make sense. Surely a woman who showed so much 
interest only a few hours ago can’t have changed her mind 
about me already? | showed her what it means to be witha 
real man, and this is how she repays me? 


| have to try and give her the benefit of the doubt. Maybe 
she’s scared, or intimidated. It wouldn’t be the first time a 
woman has been nervous around me. But I’m the one who 
always walks away, not the other way around. What have | 
done that could possibly put Zooey off? Last night was one 
of the best of my life. Is it possible she doesn’t feel that 
same way? 


| get up and dress as quickly as I can. I’m going to get to the 
bottom of this one way or another. After all, girls like her 
don’t come around every day. She’s so sweet and sexy at the 
same time, timid but self-confident in a way. She’s funny, 
but not cocky. She’s a fucking gem, and I’m not about to let 
her slip through my clutches so easily. She’s mine now, even 
more than before, and I’m going to make sure she knows 
that. 


Besides, after what happened, there’s no way she can ignore 
me all day. If | catch her eye across the room, | Know she 
won’t be able to look away. Even if we don’t speak for the 
rest of the time we are here, there’s no way we will be able 
to deny the connection between us. | feel it pulling on me 
like a magnet, drawing me to wherever she is in this crazy 
mansion. She’s not going to slip away, | won’t allow it to 
happen. And when we finally get around to talking, she will 
have to admit that she can’t stay away from me as much as | 
can’t help my feelings for her. 


This need is growing within me. I’ve got this hunger for 
conversation with her, for sex with her, for everything she 
has to offer me. She’s the only woman who has ever made 
me feel like this, and now, | have to have her. | need to find 
her right now. 


| storm out of my bedroom, my head aching a little from my 
hangover. | head to her bedroom, which is a pretty rash 
decision, so it’s lucky when | find that neither she nor her 
friend are in there. | check my watch and find that it’s nine 
am. | suspect they will have been drawn into the 
preparations for the finale party later tonight. | thunder 
down the stairs. Her beautiful naked body spurs me on when 
| think of it. It reminds me that a goddess like her is worth 
chasing down, no matter the sacrifice. 


When I get downstairs, there are guests milling around, but 
there is no sign of Zooey or her friend. | do, however, see 


Lawrence. He’s chatting with a bunch of women, feeding 
them some of his corny jokes to make them laugh. He’s got a 
glass of champagne in his hand, as though the party has 
already begun. It probably never stopped for him. | wonder if 
now might be a time to discuss Zooey with him. If Zooey is 
scared of her father’s reaction, then maybe the best thing to 
do is come clean to him about everything. | could even leave 
her out of it and just tell Lawrence what | feel for his 
daughter. | will hold back my desperation for her, but if | 
express my interest, maybe l'Il get his blessing. | mean, who 
better to take care of your daughter than your best friend, 
the person you trust most in the world? 


But who am | kidding? | know what he'd do if | told him. He’d 
want a fight. He’d want to end me for even thinking about 
her. He would call me out for my inappropriate thoughts and 
cause a scene in the middle of the party. That’s the last 
thing | want, even if | do hate these yearly extravaganzas. | 
don’t want to ruin this for our business, or for Lawrence 
himself. Maybe | should wait until tomorrow, when this 
torture comes to an end. But will | even see Zooey again 
before then? Will bringing last night up even matter if she 
doesn’t want to see me? 


| push my way through the house. | have abandoned the 
idea of speaking to Lawrence at this point. He won’t 
understand what I’m going through. | need to find Zooey 
first and find out if all of this is worth it. If it’s not, then there 
is no sense in ruining everything else in my life. Losing my 
business partner and best friend isn’t out of the question if it 
means | can have her, but I’d rather have something left 
after the fallout. 


| head into the garden and find that it’s mostly deserted. 
There is trash everywhere after last night’s party and the 
only people left to deal with it are Lawrence’s staff. | 

awkwardly pass them by. | have a sense that Zooey is out 


here somewhere. | Know how much she likes the outdoors, so 
it seems right that | would find her here. 


And then all of a sudden, | spot her. Sitting with a cardigan 
wrapped around her is Zooey and her friend, Poppy. They’re 
on a bench, whispering to one another in low voices. | stare 
at them for a few moments, feeling a surge inside me to 
storm over and kiss Zooey’s beautiful lips. | want to take her 
back upstairs and finish what we started. But when she 
looks up and sees me, she doesn’t smile. She doesn’t look 
like she wants me the same way. She just looks at me as 
though I’m a complete stranger. Or like she can’t see me at 
all. 


Except she must see me, because she takes her friend’s 
hand and stands up, whispering something to her before 
dragging her away, not looking back at me as she leaves. | 
can’t believe this. Has she really left on my account? Why is 
she avoiding me without even giving me the explanation 
she so clearly owes me? 


Part of me wants to follow her. Part of me wants to grab her 
and give her a reminder of why she let last night happen in 
the first place. | want to prove to her I’m the man she fell for, 
the man in the mask she locked eyes with a few days ago. 
But with her back to me, her figure retreating into the fog- 
shrouded morning, | can’t even explain my thoughts. 


Because it seems all of a sudden she doesn’t want me. 
>K KKK >K 


It’s midday now, and I haven’t said a word to anyone. Every 
time | see someone approaching me to chat, | find a way of 
escaping before they reach me. I’ve seen Zooey a handful of 
times, but she seems incapable of even looking at me now. 
After everything we went through, | can’t believe she would 
be so cold with me. 


| decide to go back outside and help with the cleanup. At 
least it'll give me time to think, and an excuse not to speak 
to anyone. | head out into the coldness, silently seething. 
I’ve never had a rejection like this before. Even if | had, | 
don’t think | would ever have cared. No other woman has 
ever had a hold on me, or a claim to my emotions. I’ve never 
had a reason to get angry about a woman before. I’ve gone 
through life not really caring. And now, all of a sudden, one 
woman has changed everything. How the hell has she done 
it, and how dare she leave me behind after bringing up all 
these strange feelings? 


“Deep in thought, | see.” 


| turn around and see Zooey’s friend looking at me with a 
smug smile on her face. Poppy is one of those girls who looks 
like she always gets her way, and right now she is looking at 
me like I’m a piece of meat. Did Zooey send her here to mess 
me up even more? Or is this some kind of ridiculous test of 
my loyalty? Does Zooey think | might stray elsewhere, even 
though she’s been the only thought on my mind for the past 
few days? 


“Can | help you with something?” | ask coldly, picking up 
some litter with my plastic pinchers. Poppy is holding her 
own pair of tongs, but | sense she’s not here to help with the 
clean up. 


“| was just curious what all the hype is about with you,” 
Poppy purrs. “Zooey seems so interested in you...and when | 
woke up this morning, she wasn’t in bed. Has she been 
sleeping somewhere else, Wesley? Perhaps in your bed?” 


“Kind of a personal question for someone you don’t know, 
don’t you think? How about you mind your own business?” 


“Zooey is my business,” Poppy says, her smile falling a little. 
“I’m here because | want to make sure she’s not being 
messed around. I’ve barely been able to get a word out of 


her this morning, and it seems like she’s upset about 
something. If you’re being a heartbreaker right now, | swear 
you'll have me to answer to.” 


It looks as though I’ve misread this situation entirely. | feel a 
little bad for assuming this girl was betraying Zooey to flirt 
with me, or that Zooey didn’t trust me. It seems as though 
this girl is actually trying to fix something between us before 
she even knows the situation. | sigh, abandoning my work 
for a minute. 


“Look, Zooey doesn’t want to even speak to me. | haven’t 
done anything wrong. She just stopped speaking to me out 
of the blue.” 


“She’s scared, you dumbass. She’s never had feelings for a 
man before, especially not a man twice her age. She thinks 
you could hurt her, or that the fact you’re her father’s best 
friend could get in the way. Don’t you see that all she needs 
is a little reassurance?” 


“Well how the hell am | supposed to give her that when she 
won’t talk to me? | mean honestly, she can’t even look at me 
right now. Don’t tell me this is my problem. She’s the one 
cutting me off, not the other way around.” 


Poppy rolls her eyes. “You men are all the same. You don’t 
understand women at all. You have to earn a girl’s trust 
before they will want to be with you. | mean, how many girls 
have had their hearts broken? Every single one. She’s seen 
it happen to me, and all of her other female friends. It makes 
sense that she has her guard up. She doesn’t want to get 
burned. Can’t you understand that from her perspective.” 


She’s stunned me into silence. | wasn’t expecting this 
situation to be turned around to blame me. But part of me 
gets it. In the past, | know I’ve let women down. I know I’ve 
been that guy that doesn’t call back. | know I’ve been the 
guy that leaves before a woman wakes up. Now that the 


tables have turned and Zooey has done the same to me, | 
can see how much that sucks. But | haven’t done anything 
to Zooey, so it seems kind of unfair that I’m getting the 
blame. What can | do to get her to trust me? 


“Look, I’m not one of those guys,” | tell Poppy. “You have to 
help me convince her of that. You say you’ve been hurt 
before, but did any of those guys ever chase you down after 
you turned away from them? Did they ever give you a 
reason to believe they were better than that? Or can you see 
the difference between them and me? Because if you can, 
then you have to help her see that I’m not going to hurt her. 
She’s only going to hurt herself by giving up on me So easily. 
I’m a good guy. Let me prove it to her.” 


Poppy folds her arms and narrows her eyes at me. | can tell 
exactly what she is doing. She is trying to see if I’ve created 
some kind of layer of bullshit that she needs to try and see 
through. But she can examine me all she wants. Right now, 
I’ve never felt more honest. Right now, I’ve never felt so sure 
of anything in my life. | know | want her, and | know that | 
would never hurt her. | know that Poppy is the key to getting 
her to trust me, because she trusts her. If | can get through 
to Poppy, then maybe things aren’t over between me and 
Zooey. She’s so young and unsure, but | can prove to her 
that I’m worth a shot, then she will see that I’m not like the 
other guys she’s heard about. 


I’m the one for her. 


Poppy sniffs, looking slightly less unimpressed than before. 
“Alright. You have made a convincing point. You seem like a 
decent guy, and if my girl is finally going to fall for someone, 
at least | Know you’re not the worst man on the planet. l'Il do 
my best to talk her around.” 


“Thank you,” | say. | really am grateful to her for coming to 
speak to me. Without Poppy, I’d still be moping around ina 
field full of trash, still as distant from Zooey as ever. But 


now, | need one more favour from Poppy. “It’s the pool party 
tonight, right?” 


“I think so,” Poppy says coldly. “Shouldn’t you know that, 
considering you’re Lawrence’s business partner?” 


“Yeah, well, this isn’t exactly my forte. Well, | think it’s time 
to utilize the hot tub. Do you think you can persuade Zooey 
to come and meet me there tonight? Say, nine pm?” 


Poppy rolls her eyes. “I feel like a carrier pigeon between 
you two. But | guess if it'll make her happy then | can do 
that for you. l'II do my best to persuade her, but | can’t make 
any promises.” 


“Thank you. Much appreciated.” 


Poppy points an accusatory finger in my direction. “Don’t let 
me down. And more importantly, don’t let her down.” 


a | won't.” 


With that, Poppy heads back inside the house and I’m left 
feeling a little excited. This morning might have gone badly, 
but at least now, I’m being given a second shot. At least 
now, | know what | need to do to get my girl back by my 
side. Forget Lawrence. Forget what anyone thinks. I’m going 
to make her my girl no matter what anyone thinks. 


Zooey 


This morning has drained me. Pretending that | don’t want 
to see Wes is exhausting. Each time | walk past him, | have 
to duck my head and act like | can’t even see him. But now 
that I’m doing my best to stay away, it’s like he is 
everywhere. | notice each time he talks to a woman that isn’t 
me, I'm left feeling jealous and alone as | slink around the 
house. | notice him and my father talking and I wish I could 
be by his side, interacting with him like a girlfriend would. 


But there’s only one day to go until this torture is over. Then, 
| can try and put him out of sight and out of mind. 


But part of me is terrified that | can’t do it. He’s the first man 
that I’ve felt this way for in twenty-one years. What if this is 
my one chance and I’m abandoning it because I’m scared? 
What if I’m considering all of the worst case scenarios that 
could happen between us, but none of the good options? Is 
it possible that I’m wrong and that my father would give me 
his blessing? Am I overthinking this way too much? 


| wish | could curl up in my bed and go to sleep, but Poppy 
keeps dragging me into the thick of the celebrations, trying 
to get me to enjoy myself. As early evening approaches, she 
takes me upstairs to get into our costumes for the night. The 
theme is spooky swimming costumes, but I can’t even find it 
in me to be amused by our matching spider bathing suits. 
Poppy is trying extra hard too, dialling back on her usual 
quips to make me feel better, but even though | appreciate 
the thought, it isn’t working. Right now, nothing can make 
me feel better other than having Wes back beside me. 


But he must be put off by the way | acted this morning. Who 
wouldn't be? | literally left him on his own with no 
explanation and then ignored him all day. He has every right 
to ignore me back, and never speak to me again. It was rude 
of me, and | should have just explained what | was thinking. 
But | think, looking back, | would have done exactly the 
same thing again. | don’t think | would have the courage to 
admit my feelings about him and then walk away. And | have 
to walk away, because there’s too many obstacles. There are 
a million reasons why we are wrong for one another, even if 
it feels completely right. If he told me to stay, | would want 
to, and | can’t do that now. | have to accept that this is the 
way things are and move on with my life. 


“Cheer up,” Poppy says to me as she does my makeup. It 
seems like a ridiculous idea when we are supposed to be 


swimming tonight in the heated pool, but she insists we will 
mostly be ‘poolside posing.’ “I don’t know what’s on your 
mind, but things always fall together eventually. | think 
tonight will be an eye-opener for you. Trust me.” 


| resist the urge to roll my eyes. She has no idea what’s 
going on with me. Despite our conversation in bed last 
night, she doesn’t know half of the story between me and 
Wes. She doesn’t know how hard it is to resist him when he’s 
the person I’m supposed to ignore. In fact, she probably 
doesn’t even know I’m moping about a man. Still, it’s nice of 
her to try and cheer me up so! smile at her and let her 
continue coating my eyes with dark shadow. At least she 
knows how to make me look good for tonight. Feeling like 
shit is often easier when you look like a million dollars. 


“Put your heels, hook those hoops through your ears and lets 
go,” Poppy says when she’s done with my face. “It’s going to 
be a party to remember, | promise.” 


| put a smile on for her sake. She’s tried so hard to cheer me 
up that | owe it to her to try and enjoy the evening. A few 
minutes later, she hooks her arm through mine and we 
descend the stairs together. At the bottom, a group of young 
guys watch us with hungry eyes, lingering on our bodies. It 
makes me blush a little, but | keep my chin up high. After 
last night, a little ego boost is exactly what | need, and those 
pervy men have provided. Poppy winks in their direction and 
we dissolve into giggles. With her at my side, | feel a little 
better already. 


It makes it a little easier when | realize that Wes is nowhere 
to be seen. After mingling in the garden for an hour, there’s 
still no sign of him. | guess maybe he left early, because | 
can see my father looking for him too. It’s kind of annoying 
that he seems more concerned in looking for Wes than he is 
with talking to his daughter. After everything | have given 
up to make sure | don’t disappoint my father, he hasn’t even 


spoken to me this evening. It hurts to say the least. | drink 
more to ease my anger, but by the time I’m relatively tipsy, 
I’m also more pissed off than | was to start with. My father 
does tend to have that effect on me, but | wish he didn’t 
have a hold on me at all. I’m tired of being a slave to other 
people’s feelings. What about me? What about what | want? 


Suddenly, | feel a hand grab my arm. | whip around, feeling 
angry until | realize it’s only Poppy. She smiles at me, clearly 
intoxicated. 


“Have you been to the hot tub yet?” she asks with a little 
giggle. | frown at her. 


“No...why do you ask?” 


She wiggles her eyebrows at me suggestively. “Who 
knows...maybe you should go there and find out. You might 
find a surprise waiting for you.” 


My heart is racing at the comment. Poppy’s surprises don’t 
tend to be ones that | will enjoy. Half of me is expecting to 
go there and find a stripper waiting for me or something. It’s 
the kind of practical jokes she lives for. But with the mood 
I’m in, anything is better than standing around here moping. 
| guess | should just do as she tells me and go and find out 
what is waiting for me at the hot tub. 


“Can you at least tell me what the surprise is?” | ask. She 
Shakes her head with a mischievous grin. 


“Where's the fun in that?” 


“Poppy... you’re not encouraging me to do something | 
shouldn’t, are you? Because if my hunch is right about what 
you're up to, you’re making me follow my heart and not my 
head.” 


“Not at all,” she says, leaning in to whisper in my ear. “I’m 
telling you to follow your sexual desires.” 


| blush as she pulls away with a raucous laugh. Then, before 
| can talk to her any further, a guy sweeps her away into the 
thick of the party. | know | won’t see her again now for hours. 
It leaves me with little choice, but to investigate what she’s 
been so secretive about. 


| stumble off to the side of the house. The hot tub is tucked 
around at the edge of the garden, guarded by a bamboo 
style fence. Everyone knows that my father’s parties can get 
a little wild, and there’s a reason the hot tub has been made 
into a private area. God knows what has happened in there 
over the years. But tonight, maybe it’s my turn to have a 
good time. Maybe | should try and put Wes out of mind and 
enjoy a casual hook up. 


Who am I kidding? That’s not like me at all, not even now 
that I’ve had a taste of what it can be like to have sex with 
someone. If there’s anyone but Wes waiting for me, | know 
that l'Il walk away straight away. | should walk away from 
him too. But if I’m faced with him, will | be able to resist? 


Sure enough, he’s waiting for me in the tub when | get there. 
The tub is steaming and his torso is exposed at the top of 
the water, chiselled and perfect as ever. The way he’s just 
sitting there looks relaxed, but his face tells another story 
entirely. He’s just as nervous as | am about this, | think. 


This is definitely going to be interesting. 


CHAPTER 13 


Wes 


She looks incredible as she approaches the hot tub. I’d 
expect nothing less from her, but for a pool party, she’s 
pretty dolled up to say the least. She’s wearing strappy 
heels and a tight swimsuit that exposes her curves. Her hair 
is displayed in wild curls over her shoulders, and her eyes 
look mysterious and smouldering. She’s a far cry from the 
nervous girl | met a few days ago. Now, she has the courage 
to bite back with the venom of the spider she is dressed as. 
Even so, she doesn’t intimidate me. In fact, this new found 
assertive attitude turns me on. Even if | know it’s me who 
still has the power here. 


Without a word, she slips off her shoes and gets into the tub, 
distancing herself from me on the other side. She’s clearly 
here because she wants to see me, but | sense her need to 
keep away from me. She feels it too, this raw magnetism 
that keeps us coming back for more. We have both hurt one 
another in the short time we have been together, and even 
though we're keeping each other on our toes, we can’t resist 
an opportunity to reconnect. But this could be our last 
chance. With the party drawing to an end, we only have 
mere hours left to decide what it is that we want from each 
other. We only have until the end of the night to make 
something work. 


| sigh as | look into her eyes. “Seems like we can’t stay 
away.” 


Zooey raises her eyebrows. She’s not avoiding my gaze 
anymore. “Seems that way.” 


“Don’t you think it might be time to admit to ourselves that 
this is what we want?” | ask her gently. “You can’t keep 
running from the truth, and neither can |. | realized that 
yesterday. Even when | try and stay away...well, | can’t. 
You've changed me, Zooey.” 


“You’ve changed me too,” she says quietly. “And you know 
how much | want this. But sometimes we don’t get what we 
want. It’s as simple as that.” 


“It doesn’t have to be. We’re both adults. We can make our 
own decisions. Fuck everyone else. Fuck what they say 
about us. It’s not their place to say who we are going to be 
with.” 


“It might be easy for you to betray the trust of the people 
around you, but it’s not for me,” Zooey says, a tinge of anger 
in her voice. “My father isn’t perfect, but | don’t want to let 
him down by going behind his back. I’m not that kind of girl. 
So last night...well, it must have been a mistake. A blip. That 
kind of behaviour isn’t me.” 


“The kind of behaviour where you go after what you want?” | 
growl. “Don’t try and tell me | don’t care about people’s 
feelings. It’s not true. | just care about yours more. Can’t you 
see that?” 


I’ve left her stumped by my comment. | guess she wasn’t 
expecting to hear a heartfelt response. But if I’m going to 
put everything on the line for her, | guess | should be 
honest. She shifts a little and for a moment, I’m certain she’s 
going to come closer to me, but then she seems to think 
better of it. She shakes her head at me. 


“Even if that’s true, | can’t just risk everything for you. It’s 
too much. I’ve only Known you for a few days.” 


“But you want to. Why shouldn’t you do what you want? It’s 
like you said, your father doesn’t even take an interest in 


you. Why are you so scared of hurting him when he’s done 
nothing but hurt you?” 


Her mouth opens to argue back, but she shuts it quickly. She 
knows I’m right. | lean forward, getting a little closer to her 
to cup her cheek. 


“| could make you happy. More than some dumb boy your 
age,” | growl. “I want you, Zooey. Don’t leave me hanging. 
You know we could be so good together. Why won’t you even 
consider giving this a chance.” 


She leans into my hand for a moment. | Know she wants to 
listen to me. | Know she wants to believe that I’m right. But | 
also know that upturning her whole life for someone she has 
known for two days is a risky move. | know it because I’m in 
the same position. But for me, there’s even more at stake. 
I’m closer to her father than she ever has been. I’m his 
business partner too, and that puts my livelihood at risk. But 
| would do anything to make her mine. I’d do anything to 
keep her at this point. Today has proved that much to me. 


But she clearly doesn’t agree, because she pulls away from 
me sharply, clambering out of the hot tub. | swear under my 
breath and try to follow her as fast as | can. She’s left her 
shoes behind in her hurry to get away from me, and | have 
to chase her across the garden like a mad man. But | can’t 
let her go without some closure. In fact, no. | can’t let her go 
at all. 


When I turn the corner to the main garden, however, she’s 
already gone. | curse again, but | know that it’s for the best. | 
need to calm down before | speak to her. Besides, making a 
scene in front of everyone will make this worse. At least now, 
I’ve given her some food for thought. At least I’ve let her 
know what’s going on in my mind. That’s the least | can do 
to persuade her that I’m worth the risk. 


| sigh, leaning against the wall. After all the drama, | could 
use a beer. After everything that’s happened these few days, 
| feel the need for it more than ever. But | can see Lawrence 
heading toward me and | know it’s going to have to wait. It’s 
almost as though he’s been looking for me for a long time, 
the way he approaches me. He smiles and sighs, leaning on 
the wall beside me. 


“What a party, right?” he says cheerily. “Everyone seems to 
be enjoying it.” 


Everyone, but me and your daughter, | think to myself. | 
don’t think he’s even noticed that this isn’t our scene at all. 
It’s like he doesn’t know either of us, even if we’re meant to 
be the most important figures in his life. 


“| guess so,” | reply, not interested in picking a fight. I’m 
angry as hell at him. He’s the reason | can’t get my lucky 
break and finally get the woman I’m interested in. | could 
punch him to a pulp at this point. But | have to stay calm if | 
ever want to get somewhere with Zooey. Given her reactions 
to the events of the past few days, she would never forgive 
me for making everything worse. 


“You alright?” Lawrence asks me, clapping a hand onto my 
arm. “You seem a little down.” 


“Maybe I’m sick or something,” | say lamely. Sick of this shit 
is the part | don’t add. | feel like I’m living a lie in front of 
everyone. It’s not like me to be like that. It makes me feel 
nauseous to be lying about myself, but for Zooey’s sake it 
has to be done. 


“Well get a beer down you, brother. You'll feel better.” 


Lawrence heads over to the nearest ice bucket and fetches 
me a drink. | take it moodily and hope it'll be enough to 
make him go away. Lawrence has had no problem ignoring 
me over the course of the past few days, so why should 
things change now? But he looks as though he’s getting 


comfortable, staring into the distance as he stands beside 
me. 


“You know...I’ve realized over the past few days that 
something is missing from my life. I’m having a great time 
tonight, everything is going well...out there’s a part of me 
that knows that I’m not fully fulfilled. Do you know what 
that’s like?” 


| shrug, but of course | do. I’m literally going through that by 
not having his daughter with me. She’s the thing | need to 
make myself feel right about life. | know I’m the missing 
piece in her life too, even if she won’t admit it to herself yet. 


“What do you think it is, Wes? Because | haven’t got a clue.” 


“Family. It’s family,” | say bluntly. “You’ve had three divorces. 
You've never let yourself fall for someone for real. You don’t 
care about others. And you've distanced yourself from your 
daughter. | don’t know how you expected to feel like you 
have your shit together when you’ve never put in the hours 
to have a real family.” 


Lawrence blinks several times in surprise. “Do you think 
that’s true? Am | that bad a father?” 


| don’t say anything. I’m furious at how oblivious he is. How 
can he think he’s been a good father? He’s had twenty-one 
years to make Zooey a part of his life, and he’s only started 
putting effort in now. It’s minimal effort at best, too. | wonder 
if he’s picked up on the fact that he’s spent his ‘quality time’ 
with her ignoring her and fobbing her off on his best friend? 
No wonder she thinks he’s a shitty father. How thick can he 
possibly be? | want to shake some sense into him. I’m a good 
man, and he’s standing in the way of everything | want. How 
is that fair when he’s such a fucking imbecile? 


“Wow, | never thought of it like that,” Lawrence continues 
without me answering him. He’s staring into the distance 
again. “I only want what is best for Zooey, after all. | might 


not have been around that much, but it doesn’t mean | don’t 
care. I’ve been busy-” 


“Busy ploughing through three shitty marriages,” | say 
under my breath, but Lawrence, being the narcissist he is, is 
too wrapped up in his monologue to hear me. 


“-I’ve spent so much time on the business and trying to 
build a life...it never really occurred to me that | was failing 
as a Dad. | text her sometimes...maybe | don’t call every day, 
but she’s a grown ass woman. She doesn’t need her Dad 
hanging around her all the time. Does that make me such a 
bad person? | mean, really?” 


“Maybe you need to stop making so many excuses for your 
behaviour,” | say as calmly as I can. I’m trying to keep my 
voice level, but it’s hard when I’m fantasizing about 
punching him in the throat. “She’s a good girl. She deserves 
an apology, and she deserves a change of heart from you. 
It’s not enough to invite her to your party. It’s not enough to 
text once in a blue moon. Can you really not see that?” 


I’m starting to question why I’ve been friends with this man 
for this long. Sure, the business has been the glue that holds 
us together. Sure, everything between us is low- 
maintenance, and maybe that works for me. But seeing how 
shitty a father he is, seeing how self-obsessed he has 
become, | can’t stand to even look at him. When did I start 
to see my best friend as such a villain, and why not sooner? 


“Maybe she does deserve more,” Lawrence says. “I’ve been 
trying so hard to get her involved in the business, so she can 
have money and a good life...then she will attract a good 
husband. Don’t get me wrong, she’s beautiful. She can have 
anyone she wants. But a good man with plenty of money 
can keep her afloat...but for that, | have to work hard first.” 


“Did you ever think she might be able to fend for herself?” 


“Every girl needs her Daddy. And a man to help her out, 
later in life,” he says nonchalantly. He grins at me. “Like you, 
for example. You’re going to make some woman a very 
happy lady one day. You’ve got it all, pal. Hey, where are you 
going?” 


I’m walking away now. I’ve heard enough. If | stay a second 
longer, I’m going to end him for good. He’s so oblivious to 
his own flaws that he’s becoming someone that no one could 
ever like. How has he become the jeopardizing factor in my 
relationship with Zooey? | have to find her and tell her that 
he’s not worth shit. | have to make her mine. 


Zooey 


| don’t think I have ever felt worse in my life. | don’t know 
what I’m still doing at this dumb party when all it has 
brought me is a horrible rollercoaster of emotions. Walking 
away from Wes was one of the hardest things I’ve ever had 
to do, and I’m not even certain it was worth it. | still haven’t 
spoken to my father all evening, Poppy is too busy with 
some guy in the corner, and Wes hasn’t even bothered to 
chase me down, so what is the point? 


This whole experience is miserable. | don’t want to speak to 
anyone. | just want to go home. | know | can leave by 
morning and never come back, but even morning feels too 
far away. I’m sick of being made to feel this awful, and 
removing myself from the scenario is the only way to escape 
my own emotions. 


A few times since | left the hot tub, guys have come up to 
me, trying to chat me up, but | haven’t taken the bait at all. 
I’m not interested in anyone, but Wes. Now that Poppy has 
moved on from the couple she met on the first night, I’m 
questioning how she even manages to hop from person to 
person. It’s not a concept that has ever appealed to me. It’s 


partly what drew me to Wes, since he didn’t seem like that 
type of guy either. Wes is literally the only man I’ve ever 
been remotely interested in, and now that he is slipping 
through my fingers, I’m beginning to question why | even 
bothered with this in the first place. Maybe some people just 
aren't meant to fall in love, to have a good life, to live 
happily ever after. Maybe I’m one of those people. | must 
have done something really shitty in a past life, though, 
because | can’t think of a single reason why | would deserve 
such devastating heartache. 


| sigh as | see another man approaching me from across the 
room. It’s the guy that Poppy was hanging out with earlier. | 
think his name might be David. He’s not bad looking, but 
he’s got nothing on Wes, and I’m certain he’s about to 
attempt to chat me up. He’s swaying on his feet, drunker 
than most people. | slowly escape to the patio and around 
the side of the house to where the hot tub is. Unfortunately, 
he sees what I’m doing and follows me, forcing me to turn 
and give hima smile. 


“Hi...it’s David, right?” 
“Dave,” he corrects me. | nod to him awkwardly. 


“Dave. Can | help you with something?” | ask, trying to keep 
the coldness from my voice. He grins at me, leaning on the 
wall to support his shaking body. 


“That depends,” he says. “Perhaps you might be a little more 
exciting than your friend Poppy. | heard you’re single? 
Although I’ve seen you hanging out with the big man’s best 
friend...you’re Lawrence’s daughter, right? Seems a little 
risky for you to be chasing his pal.” 


| frown. | was happy to be polite to this guy, but now that 
he’s brought Wes into the equation, I’m far from pleased. 


“That’s none of your business really. And yes, I’m single, but 
it doesn’t mean that I’m interested in speaking to you. So 


perhaps you should try someone else.” 


Dave laughs, shaking his head at me. “Oh, Zooey...| don’t 
think so. It’s you | want.” 


He moves toward me, grabbing my waist with his clumsy 
hands.| might be desperate for love, | might be desperate to 
belong to someone, but a man like Dave can never give me 
what | want, no matter how many times he tries to push 
himself on me. | yell out as | push him away, watching him 
stumble in surprise. His features go dark, and | see the real 
him. The one who is so fragile that he can be harmed deeply 
by agirl’s rejection. The type of man who gets suddenly 
aggressive after not getting what he wants. He practically 
Snarls at me. 


“You're going to regret doing that,” he growls. And then, just 
as he is about to advance on me, someone leaps out of the 
darkness and slams into him. 


It looks like my knight in shining armor might be here. 


CHAPTER 14 


Wes 


Who the hell is this stranger trying to force himself on my 
girl? Whoever he is, he’s seriously going to regret messing 
with her. She’s mine, even if things are hard right now. And 
seeing him literally forcing himself on her has made me 
angrier than | could ever explain to anyone. 


| shove him again. Just because she’s wearing a swimsuit, he 
seems to think she’s being suggestive, and | won’t accept it. 
She brings out this primal instinct in me to protect her and 
I’m not about to stand here and let him get away with this. 
He looks shocked as | push against his chest, causing him to 
stumble again. 


“What’s your problem, man?” he asks indignantly. “Can’t 
you see we’re having a private moment?” 


“Not with my woman, you’re not,” | growl. “Who the fuck 
said you could talk to her? Who said you could touch her? 
Without her permission, she’s mine?” 


“Look man, I didn’t know-” 


“You're not getting away with this,” | growl, advancing 
toward him. The dickhead grins at me, holding his hands up 
in mock defense. 


“Alright, grandpa, what do you think you’re going to do to 
me? | can take you any day.” 


| almost laugh. The guy is the same height as | am six foot 
five, but there’s no way he can take me. Sure, he’s buff, but 
with my primal anger on my side, not even the biggest guy 


on Earth could beat me. | shake my head at the dumb kid. 
He has no idea who he’s dealing with. 


“We'll see about that,” | hiss. With that, | throw the first 
punch with adrenaline coursing through my veins. He cries 
out as blood spurts from his nose. He stumbles back in 
shock. 


“You broke my nose!” 


“I'll break more than that in a minute,” | say, showing him 
my fists once again to prove that I’m serious about this. “Or 
would you prefer | tell Lawrence that you were being 
inappropriate with his daughter? Then you will have us both 
to answer to. How about that, huh? Still feeling like a tough 
guy?” 

Zooey is shaking, her arms wrapped around herself as she 
watches the fight unfold. The guy stands for a few moments, 
quietly seething with blood running down his face. Then, 
finally seeing sense, he walks away, glaring at me with pure 
unadulterated hate. | have half a mind to chase him down 
and give him more than a broken nose, but | don’t want to 
scare Zooey off. Even with the anger in my heart, | have to 
hold back. 


| calm down a little when Zooey rushes to me and hugs me 
hard. | let her hold me for a while, stroking her hair gently. 
She’s still shaking and | don’t blame her after the way that 
prick acted. | know | shouldn’t have gotten so aggressive, 
but he started it. | couldn’t let him get away with that. When 
Zooey pulls away, she has tears in her eyes. 


“You alright?” | ask gruffly. | didn’t want her to have to get 
caught in the middle of a fight like that, but right now, I’m 
glad | could protect her. It’s brought us closer together, for 
one thing. That can only be a good thing. 


“| can’t believe you did that for me,” she whispers. “1 
thought he was going to do something...something really 


awful.” 


| touch her cheek gently. “No matter what, you’re always 
safe with me. Even if you don’t want me.” 


Her eyes look full of pain as she looks up at me. “You know | 
want you... want you so bad. | just got so scared.” 


“| know.” 


“But...but you’re the only guy who has ever looked out for 
me. | know if my father was here, he would have laughed 
this situation off or something. He would have claimed it was 
just boys being boys...the guy was a creep, but he wouldn’t 
have seen it that way. He wouldn’t have wanted to upset a 
customer.” 


“Oh, Zooey...” 


“It’s true,” she says, wiping her eyes. “He cares more about 
the business than he does about me. But you...you were 
willing to risk everything for me. Who else can say that? And 
right now, | don’t know why I’m trying to prioritize him over 
you...you’re the one good thing that has come from this 
ridiculous weekend.” 


| hold my breath. Our relationship feels so fragile, so 
breakable, that I’m worried if | move an inch, this will all fall 
apart again. But she steps forward and wraps her arms 
around my waist, looking up at me with her beautiful eyes. | 
allow my hands to tangle in her midnight curls. 


“I'm so sorry | left this morning. | shouldn’t have ever done 
that,” she whispers. “If you give me another chance...I’Il 
never try and leave you again. | swear on my life.” 


“| believe you,” | tell her gently. | can feel her ragged 
breathing as | hold her close. “I know that this feels taboo...I 
know what we're doing seems dangerous. But I’d risk 
everything for you. I’d do anything to be with you. And like | 
said before. You're safe with me. No matter what life throws 


our way, I’m here to protect you. You're mine, Zooey. You 
know you belong to me. | would never let anyone hurt 
someone So precious.” 


Zooey smiles at me through her tears. “I know...| feel so safe 
with you. I’ve never felt this way about anyone else. And 
that’s how | know we have to at least try now...because 
you’re the one thing that makes me smile. And you’re the 
one person who actually seems to want to fight for me, to 
give me everything when previously I’ve had nothing. | 
really care about you, Wes. | can’t bear the thought of 
letting you go.” 


“I'm staying right here,” I say, tilting her chin up with my 
finger. Then, all of a sudden we’re kissing. Her hands are 
running down my abs. My hands are on her ass. Not so far 
from here, the party is going wild. We could be caught at 
any moment. But | think both of us are past caring. This is 
our moment, and we’re taking it. Even with the risk. 
Especially with the risk. 


Her swimwear is still a little damp, and her nipples are 
pushing against the tight material. | hold her close by 
squeezing her peachy ass, using my free hand to pinch her 
nipples. She gasps and moves closer to me, pressing against 
my erect cock. She’s got me hot and bothered within 
seconds. It’s hard to believe that minutes ago, we were in 
the thick of a fight. Now, we're desperate to have one 
another, to make up for lost time. Neither of us knows what 
tomorrow will hold, but right now, we’re living for tonight. 


| grab her and pick her up, spinning her around so that she’s 
against the wall as we kiss. My hands are still on her ass and 
her legs are wrapped around my waist. Our lips explore one 
anothers, our tongues dancing together. It’s wild and hot 
and sexy to be out here in the open. | love the danger, all of 
a sudden. | want the world to know that she’s my girl. I’m 
not worried about what people will think anymore. 


She’s mine, and I’m not going to pretend otherwise. 


Zooey 


My heart is fluttering with excitement. Finding myself back 
in Wes’ arms is everything | ever wanted. | know that | 
should be saying no to this, especially when we're doing it 
so publically, but the moment when Wes slides his hand 
between my leg under my swimsuit is magic. He nudges my 
clit with his finger and | muffle my mouth against his 
shoulder to stop myself from being too loud. The excitement 
is overwhelming, but | still don’t fancy getting caught by 
anyone. 


He slowly massages my sweet spot, pressing me hard 
against the wall. I’m still wrapped around him so I unravel 
myself and stand on my own two feet, giving him easier 
access to me. He growls intensely as he moves in to kiss my 
neck, his fingers still moving gently between my legs. This is 
more tender than his actions last night, but just as sexy. I’m 
having flashbacks to that hot night between the sheets, but 
| tell myself to stay in this moment. It’s only going to get 
better from here. 


He slides two fingers inside me and | gasp loudly. He clamps 
his free hand over my mouth to keep me quiet as he works 
on me, but the heat of his hand clamped over my face only 
makes this whole thing hotter. | love how dominating he can 
be. | love the feeling that he has some kind of control over 
me. I’m always going to be his girl, so | guess I’d better get 
used to him throwing my heart into turmoil. Right now, it’s 
impossible to imagine myself with anyone else, especially 
when our first experience together was so damn good. 


“You look so good in that swimsuit,” he growls, nipping my 
neck with his teeth. “You’ve got me so hard, Zooey.” 


His words make me tingle all over. It seems so strange that | 
can have such an effect on a man, but | love it. It makes me 
feel like I’m worthy of him. He pushes a third finger inside 
me, going deeper this time. | moan against his hand, closing 
my eyes for a moment to savour the sweetness of him inside 
me. 


“I have so much I want to do to you,” he murmurs huskily. “| 
want to fuck you every way imaginable. | want to cum inside 
you and show you that you’re mine. | want to teach you 
everything | Know. Damn, you turn me on so much. | haven’t 
stopped thinking about you for days.” 


My eyes meet his in the dark. There’s a primal kind of 
animalism in his gaze. | can see how raw his passion is, how 
much he wants this. And | feel it too. | feel it stirring inside 
me. I’m out of control when I’m with him, but if this is what 
losing control gets me, then I’m okay with throwing caution 
to the wind. 


He starts using his thumb to strum on my clit and | inhale 
Sharply, bucking against his hand for a moment. I’m in 
heaven, seeing stars as the pleasure gets more intense. He’s 
so good at this. Even after years of getting myself off alone, 
I’m so much more receptive to his touch. Some might say 
that your first time is always this intense, but | disagree. | 
think this is a connection you only find with the person 
you’re supposed to be with. 


He can tell I’m getting close to my first orgasm. I’m 
breathless, panting against his hand as he still attempts to 
keep me quiet. The party seems to be getting louder on the 
other side of the house, but we’re in our own little bubble 
here. Even though it’s entirely likely that we will be found, | 
feel invincible. As | close in on my sweet release, even his 
hand can’t contain the sound of my scream. I’m crashing like 
a wave into utter bliss, my juices soaking Wes’s hand as he 
pulls out. He growls in pleasure, pleased to have given me 


exactly what | wanted, what | needed. But | can tell he 
doesn’t want to waste any more time. The longer we’re out 
here, the bigger the chance we have of being found, and | 
guess he’s not completely sold on the idea of someone 
seeing us. He’s already pulling down his swim trunks, 
releasing his huge member and pumping it several times 
with his hand. He growls low in his chest, his other hand 
pressed beside my head on the wall as he leans in to kiss 
me. | wrap my arms around his neck and lose myself in the 
softness of his lips and the vigour of his kiss. He wants this 
so much. | can just tell by how insistent he is. 


“| can barely last a second with you around,” he growls. “You 
make me want to cum the second | see you. But I’m going to 
give you a good time, baby. | promise you that. And when 
it’s over, I’m going to take you upstairs and make this night 
count.” 


My legs are trembling with anticipation. He always knows 
exactly what to say. I’m blushing now, though thankfully he 
can’t see me that well in the dark. I’ve never had a man be 
so interested in me. Now that I have him worshipping me 
like a goddess, | know what I’ve been missing out on all this 
time. 


He closes in on me, pressing my back against the wall as he 
kisses me. Then he lifts me up like before and | instinctively 
wrap my legs around his waist. I’m unbelievably excited for 
this moment. My pussy is so wet that | know he won’t have 
any issues sliding straight inside me. It feels like I’ve waited 
forever for this, and now l'm finally going to get it. 


He pulls the base of my bathing suit aside to get a look at 
me. He licks his lips as he positions his dick at my entrance. 
And then, slowly, he pushes my body downward, sinking me 
down onto his huge cock. | sigh as he enters me, burying my 
face in his bare shoulder to keep myself quiet. | feel his 
whole incredible length inside me and I’m trembling at the 


sensation. He begins to pump himself inside me, thrusting 
his hips in an upward action to get himself as deep as 
possible. Predictably, it’s not a smooth ride. I’m bouncing up 
and down all over the place, but his strong arms are tight 
around me, and | know he won't let me fall. In fact, the vigor 
of it only adds to the excitement. | moan as quietly as I can, 
seeing as | am unable to stop myself from making noise. It’s 
too damn good to stay silent. | want him to know how much 
I’m enjoying this. 


He grunts with every thrust. He’s sweating a little, even in 
the coolness of the October evening, but | think it’s kinda 
hot. Now that he’s got his rhythm in check, his hands slide 
from my waist to my ass, squeezing me as he fucks me. It’s 
high energy, and even though he’s doing the brunt of the 
work, | find myself a little breathless, gasping quietly each 
time he pounds inside me. | grip onto him hard, burying my 
face in his neck and peppering his skin with kisses and little 
nibbles. He seems to like it, grunting louder now. He seems 
to have forgotten to be quiet, but it doesn’t matter. With the 
background music drowning us out, this can stay our dirty 
little secret for at least a little while longer. 


“I can’t wait to cum in your pretty little pussy,” he says, his 
lips pressed close to my ear. “Do you want that, baby?” 


“Yes, Wes. Please,” | breathe. | love the idea of him leaving 
his mark inside me. | don’t even care if there are 
consequences. I’m so intoxicated by his presence that | 
know I’m certain of one thing - I want him to stay with me 
forever. | want to be his, to belong to him entirely. As | reach 
the edge of a second climax, | cling to him hard, gasping 
loudly. At the same time, he makes one final grunt, pushing 
my back hard against the wall as he cums deep inside me. 


The ecstasy takes over. I’m dizzy with pleasure, lost in the 
moment. It feels perfect and beautiful and hot and sexy all 
in one go. I’m trembling as | try and remember how to 


breathe, but he has literally taken my breath away. For the 
second time, | feel as though my world is complete thanks to 
this man. Now, all | have to do is hope that this lasts. 


We stay pressed to the wall for a while, catching our breath 
and holding one another. It feels so good knowing that we 
are back together, back in each other’s arms. As | let myself 
drop back to the ground, he doesn’t let go of me, pulling me 
close to his chest. | can hear his heartbeat, how fast it is 
even now that we've finished. I’m sure mine is beating just 
as hard. 


He tilts my chin up to kiss me and | lose myself in the 
tenderness of his kiss. It feels completely different to how we 
were five minutes ago, but just as good. As we break apart, 
he kisses my forehead gently and I get a shiver down my 
Spine. It’s an action so full of love that | feel as though he 
really cares. | can feel myself falling hard for him. In fact, I’m 
certain that I’m already at the point of no return. He has my 
heart in his hands. I’m totally in love with him, and there’s 
nothing | can do to escape that fact. 


| don’t want to tell him just yet, though. Things are finally 
going well, and | don’t want to scare him off. It’s a lot to feel 
at once, especially considering I’ve never felt this way for 
someone before. But I’m certain this isn’t just a rush of 
emotions. It’s the truth of my heart. | love him with 
everything | have. 


Someday, if I’m lucky, he might feel that way about me too. 


CHAPTER 15 


Wes 


Peace. Something | haven't felt in a long time. Somehow, 
even though these years alone have been uneventful, they 
have felt like a tidal wave, just waiting to crash on the shore 
and cause devastation. | have been waiting for the moment 
where | fall, where I lose out to all the negative feelings I’ve 
had inside me. But sneaking through the house while 
everyone is partying outside, my hand locked in Zooey’s...| 
finally feel it. Peace. 


Who knew I was waiting all this time for a girl? | always told 
myself that | was happy on my own. | still think that’s true, 
in a way. | don’t need a lot of company to thrive. I’m 
successful, which brings me happiness. | have every 
materialistic item | could ever want and financial security. 
Those things make me feel comfortable. But | guess 
everyone has a missing piece. For me, it seems like that 
missing piece was Zooey, because right now, | can’t imagine 
feeling better than this. 


Of course, it’s hard to fully enjoy it when | know that anyone 
could spot us at any time. Her father could see us and throw 
a fit. But most people are drunk out of their minds and 
enjoying the party. | have to remind myself that though 
Zooey is the centre of my world right now, she’s not the 
centre of everyone else’s. No one is looking for either of us, 
so | think it’s safe for us to sneak off to my bedroom and 
spend some more time together. 


Somehow, | feel a little nervous, which isn’t like me at all. As 
we climb up the stairs, Zooey smiles sweetly at me, and it 
makes my stomach seize up with anxiety. For the first time 


in a long time, | feel responsible for someone other than 
myself. For once, | Know my actions affect someone other 
than myself. I’m so desperate to protect this girl, the one I’m 
falling so deeply for, but it feels impossible to do so when 
there are so many obstacles facing us. Lawrence is going to 
be a big issue for us both, that much is clear. | guess for now 
we just have to try and enjoy the little privacy that we have 
been granted. 


Zooey leads the way to my bedroom and opens the door 
tentatively, looking shy all of a sudden. It’s like she is 
waiting to be invited inside. | grin to myself, the nerves 
inside me dissolving as | scoop her up and throw her down 
on the bed. She giggles and | shut the door behind me, 
diving onto the bed with her and kissing her neck. She 
sounds so sweet when she laughs, and it’s completely 
endearing. | don’t want to let her go, but when she 
eventually moves away from me, she is smiling. 


“I've waited a long time for this,” she whispers. “What are 
we going to do after tomorrow?” 


It’s a question I’m unprepared for, because | don’t have the 
answers myself. I’ve thought about it, of course, but | 
haven't come up with any solutions that work for either of 
us. However we look at it, we’re going to upset people. 
However we look at it, we’re going to face issues when it 
comes to admitting our relationship is real. But for her, | 
know that all of the stress is worth it. It has to be. 


“Well...1 guess we can date in private for a while, and see 
how things go,” | murmur in her ear. “l'Il take you out to 
some fancy restaurants, buy you some nice gifts, treat you 
like you deserve to be treated...and if you’re still interested 
somewhere down the line, we will make it official. And from 
there, we can deal with your father and other people. How 
does that sound?” 


“It sounds perfect,” she purrs. “I like the idea of being a 
secret for a while...it’s kind of exciting. And once we have 
been dating for a while, it’s not like people can view it as a 
fling, right? My Dad can’t be annoyed if we're actually 
together and in love, can he?” 


My heart seizes in shock. There it is. The L word. It’s not as 
though it hasn’t crossed my mind at all. | mean, | definitely 
know I’ve never felt this much for a woman before. I’ve 
always been a hit and run kind of guy, even though these 
past ten years I’ve barely even touched a woman, let alone 
slept with one or fallen in love. But now, it feels as though 
I’m working toward something more. Something special. And 
now, she’s looking me in the eyes and expecting an answer, 
but I’ve been struck dumb. Am | supposed to say that | love 
her? Is that what she is expecting from me right now? 


| clear my throat. “I guess when he sees how much we care 
about each other, he won’t be able argue,” | say carefully. 
Zooey nods, looking a little disappointed. | curse myself. It 
seems obvious to me now that she was angling for a love 
declaration. But what’s the rush? Everything has happened 
so damn fast between us. | don’t want to mess this up by 
saying something I’m unsure of. It’s only been a few days, 
and despite the intensity of these feelings, it feels like a risk 
to put all my cards on the table right now. I’ve always kept 
to myself, always kept my emotions as a private matter, and 
it seems stupid to change that right away, even if she is the 
girl of my dreams. 


“It’s late,” she says gently. “Maybe we need to sleep on 
this...figure it all out in the morning.” 


| nod a little too enthusiastically, and then immediately 
regret it. | don’t want her to think I’m desperate to avoid the 
subject, but to be honest, | am. She’s right. | need time to 
think. | kiss her cheek before getting up and stripping off my 
swim trunks. She’s suddenly distracted from our 


conversation, her eyes drifting down to my exposed cock. | 
smile smugly. If this isn’t a perfect distraction, then | don’t 
know what is. 


“Well, | guess we don’t have to sleep just yet...” she says, 
letting her tongue slowly slide across her lips. | crawl back 
onto the bed toward her, my eyes fixating on hers and 
locking her into my gaze. | get on top of her, grinding my 
hardening erection against her sweet spot. She gasps, still a 
little surprised by the change in tone. 


“| guess we don’t,” | murmur. “After all...we’ve got all 
night...” 


Zooey 


| wake up this morning with a delightful ache in my body. 
The kind of ache that | presume comes from spending all 
night having sex with your new man. It’s not something I’m 
familiar, but it’s certainly something | could get used to. 


We're so cozy in here, both under the warm duvet, and I’m 
certain | never want to leave this room. Wes is still fast 
asleep, turned toward me with his arm draped over me 
protectively. Even when he’s asleep, | know he’s thinking 
about me. 


So why didn’t he want to say he loved me last night? | was 
certain that was the perfect moment for him to admit it. Am | 
rushing into this too soon? Or are my feelings for him just 
stronger than what he feels for me? 


I’m trying to be rational about this. | Know most couples 
don’t declare their love for one another three days after they 
meet each other. Especially not when we have spent half 
that time fucking and the other half pretending the other 
doesn’t exist. | know it’s ridiculous to think that he owes me 
anything. He’s already given me so much by giving usa 


chance, and not giving up on me after | pushed him away. 
He’s proven over and over again that he wants this. But it 
hurts to think that maybe this means more to me than it 
does to him. 


How can | be so negative about a situation that’s so 
positive? A man like him could have anyone. He proved that 
when we were at the bar and all of the women around him 
were practically swooning. He doesn’t have to take a chance 
on a woman twenty years younger than him. It’s possible I’m 
not mature enough for him, and it’s possible that he’s going 
to realize that soon and back away from me. Why can’t I just 
live in the moment and enjoy what comes my way? 


| don’t Know what is wrong with me. I’m the luckiest girl on 
Earth. I’ve woken up next to the man of my dreams. So why 
am | still acting as though | need more from him? 


Wes stirs in his sleep and his arm instinctively tightens 
around my waist, pulling me closer to him. It fills me with so 
much warmth that | can’t help sighing happily. This is what 
I’ve been waiting for. | push my worries aside for a while and 
snuggle in closer to Wes, resting my head on his shoulder. | 
can feel his breath on my neck, tickling my skin gently. | 
close my eyes and allow myself to drift off again. 


But when I wake with a jolt, it’s because the bedroom door 
has been slammed open. | instinctively cover myself with 
the duvet, bolting upright and seeing what the hell is going 
on. | wish | had stayed asleep. 


My father is standing in the doorway, looking angrier than | 
have ever seen him before. He’s practically got steam 
coming out of his ears as his eyes flit between me and Wes. | 
can audibly hear him breathing, trying to control his anger, 
but failing miserably. 


“What the hell have you done,” he growls. | can’t be certain 
which one of us he is speaking to. “How the hell could you 
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do this to me? You’re scum! Absolute scum 


Wes sits up next to me. As Dad hurls insults at him, his face 
turns from calm to furious. He’s gritting his teeth and 
clenching his fists. This is about to turn nasty, | can just tell. 


“Don’t speak to me that way,” Wes says with a low growl. 
“You don’t have a clue what’s going on here.” 


“I'm pretty sure | can gather up the facts,” Dad hisses. 
“You've violated my daughter. For some reason, you have no 
respect for your life long best friend, and you’ve decided to 
screw everything up by taking my daughter to bed. | can’t 
fucking believe you, Wes. | thought we were friends.” 


“Don’t you dare assume you know the facts,” Wes snaps. 
“I’m not trying to hurt you, or your daughter. | have genuine 
feelings for Zooey. So why don’t you just back the fuck off 
and let us be? We're trying to build something together.” 


My Dad laughs, but there is no humour in his tone. “You’ve 
got to be kidding me. You think that I’m just going to walk 
away now? You think I’m just going to give you my blessing 
and move on? You’ve both betrayed my trust. This isn’t 
fucking normal. You’re old enough to be her father, Wes! 
What the hell were you thinking?” 


Wes snarls as he gets out of the bed and squares up to my 
father. I’m still hiding behind the duvet, my cheeks hot and 
my brain unable to process everything that is happening. 
“I'm thinking of myself for once,” Wes snaps. “Do you know 
how long I’ve devoted all my time and effort to the 
company? Too damn long. | want to settle down, Lawrence. 
Are you so fucking selfish that you can’t see that?” 


My father reaches out and shoves Wes in the chest. Taken 
my surprise, Wes steps back, his face a picture of complete 
shock. Then, his features harden and he shoves my father 
back, much harder. Wes is the stronger of the two. It’s 
completely obvious who will win this fight if it comes down 


to it. But | can see the anger on my father’s face, and | know 
that won’t stop him from trying to take Wes down. 


“Stop it!” | shout at them both. | know that this argument 
must be attracting the attention of the rest of the guests in 
the house, so I’m praying | can stop all this nonsense before 
it gets really out of hand. | manage to grab a t-shirt and 
cover myself up so I can get out of bed, standing between 
the two furious men. “This is ridiculous,” | snap. | turn to my 
father. “Dad, look...this isn’t just a stupid fling, okay? Maybe 
it started out that way for him, | don’t really know...but not 
for me. He’s done so much for me in a short space of time. | 
know how much he cares about me.” 


“You don’t know anything,” my Dad snaps. “You think you 
know this man better than | do, after three days? I’ve known 
him for three decades.” 


“And still it seems | care about him more,” | retort. “If you 
gave a shit about him, you would see that he is finally happy 
and leave him to it. Don’t you want him to finally enjoy his 
life? Don’t you think that there is no better woman for your 
best friend than you daughter?” | shake my head in anger 
and disgust. “You're so closed minded. You just want to see 
this as a negative thing.” 


“It is a negative thing. It’s sick,” my father says, glaring at 
Wes. “He dared to do this, even though he knew it would 
upset me.” 


“| have spent years living to please you,” Wes growls. “The 
business has always taken the direction you wanted it to. | 
come to these dumb parties because you ask me too. For the 
sake of the damn business. But | need a life outside of it. 
And now that | have found it, you want to fuck it all up for 
me.” 


My father shakes his head in anger. “Don’t turn this around 
on me. Anyone else would be on my side. Why can’t either 


of you see how disgusting this is?” 


Wes tries to launch himself at my father again, but I puta 
hand on his chest, holding him back from doing something 
he will regret. As angry as | am with my father, | know 
violence isn’t going to solve any of this. We need to talk 
about this like adults, though it seems that of us all, my 
father is the most childish. Seems kind of ironic, if you ask 
me. 


“You obviously need some time to process this and cool off,” 
| tell him in as calm a manner as | can muster. “I know that 
you’re upset that we didn’t tell you...but to be honest, Dad, 
if you want to keep either of us in your life, you’re going to 
have to come to terms with it. We’re serious about making 
this work.” | reach out for Wes’ hand, watching disgust wash 
over my father’s face. | fix him a cold stare. “What do you 
say? Are you willing to give us a shot?” 


My father’s silence says it all. | can see how disgusted he is, 
how much he wants to break Wes and | apart with force, how 
much he wants to walk away and never look back. In his 
shoes, | can kind of understand. | know it must be strange. | 
know it was unexpected. But now that this has happened, he 
needs to be aman and move on. Isn't that what anyone else 
would try and do? 


But not him, it seems. | watch him shake his head one last 
time. | watch his anger get the better of him. He glares at 
me. 


“I will never accept this,” he hisses. “I will never give you my 
fucking blessing. You don’t deserve it...either of you. And as 
for the business...well, you can forget it, Wes. You’re not the 
person | thought you were. | want you both to leave right 
away. Don’t ever show your faces to me again.” 


A part of my heart has shattered. | should have seen this 
coming, but | can’t deny how much it hurts me. To hear your 


father say he doesn’t ever want to see you again is so 
painful that it feels like a bullet to the heart. How am | 
supposed to process this? | find myself unable to breathe, 
Wes puts a supportive hand on my back, holding me up. | 
hadn’t realized | was about to fall until | felt the strength of 
his own body giving me strength. A tear drips down my 
cheek, and | know that it’s all over. After all the work | put 
into making things right with my father, he’s just tossed me 
away at the first sign of trouble. And suddenly, | realize that 
maybe | shouldn’t be upset about this at all. Maybe I should 
be relieved. | always knew he was a selfish narcissist, and 
now | know he’s an unforgiving monster too. My eyes meet 
his, my gaze full of fire and anger. 


“You know what? We will leave. But not because you asked 
us to,” | say coldly. “I realize now that you’re nothing. 
Absolutely nothing. You say you want me back in your life, 
and yet you spent this entire weekend avoiding me. Now 
you think you deserve a say in how | live my life?” | laugh to 
myself, shaking my head. The more I think about everything, 
the angrier | get. How dare he treat me like this? 


“Maybe we should go...” Wes says gently, though his 
expression is stormy to say the least. He’s glaring at my 
father, looking like he could kill him in this moment. But I’m 
not done. Everyone has been telling me to stick up for 
myself, and now I’m finally doing it. Unfortunately for my 
father, | have no plans to hold back. 


“You're a hypocritical bastard,” | tell him, “You claim that 
Wes isn’t worthy of me, but you’ve never been worthy of any 
woman. No wonder you’ve been divorced so many times. No 
woman should have to put up with a man like you. Now I’ve 
found a real man, someone who cares about me, and you’re 
trying to tell us that we’re the sick ones. No, Dad...that’s 
you. After all these years, you dare to tell me what’s good for 
me. The only thing | know for certain is that you’re toxic. 


Letting you back into my life was the worst thing | ever did, 
and | hope I never see your face again. Asshole.” 


My father’s face is a picture of complete shock. He clearly 
wasn’t expecting me to stick up for myself. It just goes to 
show how little he knows me. | held back before for the sake 
of giving our relationship a chance, and partly for the sake 
of Wes, but now, I’m glad to have said my piece. | don’t need 
him in my life, and | don’t plan to stick around for longer 
than necessary. | have no shame anymore, and as | march 
down the corridor to my bedroom to find some clothes, | 
ignore the faces of the shocked guests who have spilled out 
into the corridor. Not one of them matters to me. This is 
never going to be my world. It’s my father’s world, and | 
don’t want a part of it. He can stick his offer of having me 
run the company where the sun doesn’t shine. 


Poppy is waiting for me at the end of the long corridor, 
staring at me in shock. She slowly applauds me as | enter 
the room, shortly followed by Wes. He’s grabbed a shirt and 
some jeans so he quickly dresses as | gather my things. 


“Damn, girl, that was quite a show,” Poppy says. “You did so 
good. He deserved every single thing you said to him.” 


| force a smile, but I’m not really in the mood to revel in my 
own victory. As much as it feels good to have spoken my 
mind, | know there’s no going back from here. | spent years 
wishing | could reconnect with my Dad, and | expected it to 
be perfect when | eventually got around to it. Now, | can see 
that he’s a disappointment. Just like he was to my mother, to 
me when I was a child, and to Wes now. But it doesn’t mean 
that it doesn’t hurt to be proven right that everything | 
believed about him is true. 


“Are you alright?” Wes asks me gently. | have my back to 
both him and Poppy as I quickly try and pack. There are 
tears in my eyes, but | refuse to let them spill right now. | 


don’t want my father to have any kind of victory. Not this 
time. 


“| will be,” | say firmly as | finish up with my packing. “Can | 
stay with you? Please.” 


Wes pulls me in for a long kiss. “I wouldn’t have it any other 
way,” he says gruffly. 


“Get a room,” Poppy says, rolling her eyes, but she is 
smiling. | know she is pleased for me. She’s probably 
pleased with herself, too. | know she’s been rooting for me to 
have a wild romance for a long time. | guess she never 
expected anything quite this wild, but neither did I. Now 
look at where | am. 


“Let’s get out of this hell hole,” Wes mutters, taking my 

hand with confidence. It’s like it’s his way of showing the 
world I’m his. We're together now. The secret is out. We don’t 
have to try and hide any longer. In some ways, it feels like a 
massive weight off our shoulders. And in so many ways, this 
is the best thing that could have happened. I’ve exposed my 
father for the snake that he is, and now | can follow my heart 
as well as my head. It feels damn good, even if my heart is 
hurting. 


“Wait for me,” Poppy says. “I’m not staying here without 
you, Zooey.” 


“I'll take you home,” Wes tells her politely. “I owe you that 
much.” 


| don’t know what he means by that, since | didn’t realize 
they had ever really spoken before, but it warms my heart to 
see him making an effort with my best friend. She quickly 
gathers her things and then she’s ready to go too. 


Poppy follows me and Wes out of the bedroom. People are 
still gathered in the corridor, whispering about what just 
happened, but there is no sign of my father, fortunately. 


Heads turn to look at us, like paparazzi observing celebrities 
leaving a building. | keep my head down, feeling 
embarrassed. | don’t want to be the centre of attention. At 
least not for the reasons they have for staring at me. We 
head for the stairs, and | consider what this whole scandal 
will mean for my father. All of his valued customers have 
seen him going crazy now. They have exposed a part of his 
personal life. For some of them, | imagine it will put future 
business deals out of the question. | suddenly feel a pang of 
guilt, but then | remind myself that I’m not the problem 
here. If he had just been willing to accept that Wes and | are 
happy together, then this wouldn’t have happened. If he 
had respect for his daughter and his best friend, then he 
wouldn’t be at risk of losing his customers. If he’s not 
careful, it looks like he’s going to have nothing left at all. 


“This is crazy,” Poppy whispers. “Everyone knows what’s 
going on.” 


| can’t help blushing. If this situation is bad for me, how 
must it be for Wes? Dad has pretty much put him out of a job 
today. He’s lost everything for me. | can’t help feeling guilty 
about that, even more so than my guilt for my father. But 
when Wes squeezes my hand as he guides me down the 
Stairs, | feel confident that this is what he would have 
chosen anyway. I’m not the only one to have seen my 
father’s true colours today. 


Leaving the house now feels so strange. Over this weekend, 
we've all been stuck in this strange, unnatural bubble 
together. Now that we have popped it, it seems like the real 
world is so far out of reach that l'Il never get back to it. | 
never expected to leave here with a man, with my 
relationship with my father in tatters, with my chances of a 
future with his company destroyed. As the fresh November 
air hits my face, | feel as though reality has come at me way 
too fast. 


Still, how can | complain? | have Wes now. What more do | 
need? 


CHAPTER 16 


Wes 


We drive straight to Poppy’s house to drop her off, as 
promised. She spent the whole way there chatting away to 
me and Zooey, asking us all sorts of personal questions 
about the whole situation and the argument we’ve just been 
a part of. Zooey handled it for the most part, appeasing her 
friend with some minimalistic details while | focused on the 
road ahead. To be honest, I’ve barely said a word since we 
left the house. | don’t have anything to say, and a lot to 
think about. 


This whole morning took me by surprise. | wasn’t expecting 
to be walked in on. | thought Lawrence had enough respect 
for me to not burst into my bedroom unannounced. | guess 
he’s not the man | thought he was. | seem to be learning a 
lot about my so-called best friend today. | still have no idea 
why he came into my room and | guess | will never know 
now, but | can’t help wishing we could turn back the clock. 


| thought that Zooey and | had time. | thought we would be 
able to explore our feelings first and explain them later. | 
thought that we would leave the party separately and come 
together in our own sweet time. But now, we've been hurried 
down the line, forced to put all our cards on the table for 
everyone to see. It’s left me without a job, without my best 
friend, and with a whole lot of personal issues to face. 


| pull up outside Poppy’s house, where she lives with her 
parents. She seems reluctant to leave the party vibe behind 
and get out of the car and to be honest, | wish she would 
stay a little longer. I’ve been craving time alone with Zooey 
all weekend, but not in these circumstances. There’s nothing 


sexy and exciting about what we went through this morning 
with her father, and I’m really not prepared to talk about it. 
The second Poppy leaves, though, | guess we will have to 
face our demons. 


“Well, lovebirds, this has been quite the rollercoaster,” 
Poppy says brightly, completely unaffected by the drama 
we've been a part of today. “But | guess all good things must 
come to an end. It was great to meet you, Wes. I’m 
interested to see if we will cross paths again.” 


“Poppy,” Zooey hisses in annoyance. | can see how a girl like 
Poppy would get on her nerves at a time like this. She’s not 
exactly taking this seriously. But Poppy seems to realize her 
mistake and leans forward from the back seat, squeezing 
Zooey’s shoulder. 


“Sorry. Just trying to lighten the mood.” She pauses. “I hope 
everything works out. | really do.” 


“Thanks, Poppy. I'll call you in a few days. | need some time 
to think...” 


Poppy nods vigorously. “I get it. Totally get it. Well...try and 
take it easy, yeah? You deserve a break. You want my 
advice? Take this all in stride. Shit happens. People are 
judgemental...you can’t change the way of the world. You 
just do your thing and see who wants to come along for the 
ride. No one else matters.” 


I’m actually surprised at how right she is. Poppy might be 
maddening, but she’s got a point. She grins and waves as 
she leaves the car. Zooey watches her go until she’s through 
her front door. And then she sighs, letting out so much air 
that it’s like she has completely deflated. 


“Fuck,” she says quietly. | drum my fingers on the steering 
wheel. 


“Yep. That pretty much sums up the situation.” 


She turns to me with a smile so sad that it makes my chest 
ache. | know today has been hard on her. How could it not 
be? Her father has practically disowned her before midday. It 
feels like this is my fault, even though | know it’s Lawrence’s 
judgemental ass that’s the problem, deep down. 


“Shall we go somewhere?” she asks me. “Like, we don’t have 
to go back yet, do we? Maybe we should just take some 
time...some time away.” 


| smile at her. “Like a first date or something?” 


Her eyes light up. | don’t think I’ve ever seen a person look 
so happy. She smiles back at me. “Really? Are you up for 
that? | know it’s been a rough day, but that would be...so 
lovely.” 


“Of course,” | murmur. “Let’s do this.” 


| start up the car and start driving. | don’t really know where 
| am headed yet, but | get the feeling that we'll end up 
somewhere good. Anywhere with her seems like a place 
worth going to. | just allow myself to drive through the 
relatively empty streets. It’s a Monday and everyone is at 
work at this time. We have no place to be, so | take my time. 
| put on the radio and we sit quietly, listening to the 
classical music station. It’s not usually my kind of thing, but 
it’s peaceful, especially given the circumstances. And when | 
see Zooey close her eyes to listen along, | know | have made 
a good choice. 


Coming out of the suburbs, we drive into the city. Seeing 
San Francisco’s city centre for the first time in three days 
feels kind of odd. The suburbs are very different to here, and 
it feels like we’ve escaped Lawrence, at least for the day. | 
avoid the city a lot of the time, associating it with my 
commute to work, but today, | like the idea that we can just 
drive around and chill. It’s been a long time since | did 
anything this relaxing. 


| find somewhere to park near Baker Beach. The weather 
isn’t too bad today, so it feels like the perfect opportunity for 
a walk. Zooey was snoozing up until the moment I parked 
and she sits up with a groggy groan. | watch her beautiful 
face take in where we are, and her lips spread into a smile. 


“The beach? Isn’t that a little cliche for a first date?” she 
asks. | chuckle quietly. 


“Maybe. Is that so bad?” 


Her shrug in nonchalance, but she’s grinning now. “Nah. | 
guess not. Shall we?” 


| head around to her side of the car to help her out. She 
Shakes her head, ducking away from my gaze. 


“Such a gentleman,” she teases, a blush spreading over her 
cheeks. | thread my fingers through hers. It feels right to be 
able to hold her hand. There’s been so much passion 
between us, and so much time spent apart these past few 
days. This feels like the happy medium. And as much as | 
love sex with her, as much as | want to fuck her left, right 
and centre, doing something normal, like any normal couple 
would, feels good too. 


We walk down on the beach. There aren’t many people here. 
It’s sunny, but cold. | pull her close to me as we walk, 
wrapping my arms around her protectively, as though I can 
fend off the weather for her. Damn, I’m willing to try. 


Even with the slightly gray skies, the walk is pretty 
picturesque. A man with a dog is in the distance, with the 
Golden Gate bridge as a backdrop. | can tell already that 
Zooey is loving it. She snuggles her face in close to my chest 
as we walk. 


“This is everything | ever wanted,” she admits. | can’t help 
smiling at her. 


“You don’t ask for much, do you?” 


Her smile seems forced now. “I didn’t think so. Until this 
morning.” 


| sigh. As nice as this is, it’s hard to ignore the events that 
brought us here to this moment. | can’t forget the look on 
Lawrence’s face. | can’t forget the intense anger | felt toward 
him. | can’t forget how much he hurt my girl. | could have 
killed him in that moment. | hold Zooey close and kiss the 
top of her head. He can’t hurt her anymore. 


“Don’t even think about that bastard,” | tell her. “He’s not 
worth a second more of your time.” 


Zooey looks up at me with sad eyes. “How can you say that? 
He’s your best friend.” 


“Was my best friend.” 
“He still would be if | hadn’t ruined things for you...” 


| stop in my tracks. Did she really just say that? | cup her 
face in my hands and look intently into her eyes. Her 
naivety about how | feel is endearing, and it’s stirring the 
need inside me to have her. | want her right now, but | know 
it’s not the right time. “Babe...listen to me. You didn’t ruin 
anything. If our friendship can’t survive this, then | don’t 
want it anyway. You’re everything to me, okay? You’re worth 
so much more than the shitty friendship we had. He clearly 
doesn’t care about me, so that’s it. | refuse to give any more 
of my energy to him. And so should you.” 


Zooey tries for a smile, but fails miserably. This was never 
going to be easy, but I can tell she’s going to find it almost 
impossible to let go of everything that has happened. “It’s 
just hard, Wes. | lost him once, all those years ago when he 
walked out on my Mom. And now | just think | should have 
just given up him. | didn’t know that it was possible for your 
parents to be bad people. Do you see where I’m coming 
from.” 


| nod. | totally get it. She’s still got that childlike tendency in 
her, where she’s desperate to see the best in people. How 
can she not, when she spent years convincing herself that it 
was Okay that her Dad abandoned her? She tried to give him 
a second chance, even though her guard was up, and now 
he’s thrown it back in her face, acting like she’s the one who 
broke her own heart. He finds it impossible to see that he’s 
in the wrong. It makes me sick to my stomach. How did | 
never notice these awful qualities in him before? 


“| could kill him for what he did to you,” | growl. “That man 
doesn’t deserve you.” 


“| thought he had changed...” 


“Some people don’t change,” | snarl. The very thought of 
him right now is producing enough anger to make me see 
red. “He’s always going to be a piece of shit. | don’t care if 
he was my best friend. | don’t care if he’s your Dad. We don’t 
owe him a thing. We're better off without him.” 


Zooey reaches out to touch my cheek, looking pained by 
this entire conversation. | can see that she cares far too 
much about this entire situation. | can see her resolve 
breaking already. | can tell she wants to go back and 
apologize for the way she reacted. She’s desperate to 
rebuild bridges with the man who has caused her years 
worth of pain. But up until now, she hasn’t had a real man in 
her life to show her what she’s worth. I’m going to be that 
man. 


“What about you?” she asks me gently. Even when her heart 
is breaking, she is looking out for me. This girl has a heart 
spun from pure gold. “What about the company? He has no 
right to take all that from you.” 


| sigh. Losing my job was a kick in the teeth, admittedly. 
Lawrence thinks he can just snap his fingers and remove me 
as a partner in the company, and he’s probably right. He’s 


the kind of man who is prepared to win, even when he 
should lose. He will have prepared for a fight in the case of 
us facing a scenario where we couldn’t work together 
anymore. | can guarantee he’s thought of a million ways to 
crush me, because behind his laughter and parties and fake 
smiles, he’s a manipulative snake. | should have seen this 
coming. Maybe | did and | just pretended not to. 


In the end | just sigh. “You know what, Zooey? | actually 
don’t care that much. Working with him has been my life for 
over twenty years. Somewhere along the line...well, | think | 
lost my interest in it. We made our fortune together. | have 
enough to live off for the rest of my life. | was never that 
passionate about his ideas or what he 
represented...everything was his idea. So maybe this is a 
blessing in disguise.” 


“Are you serious?” 


| shrug again. “Yeah, I’m serious. | followed his dream, but it 
wasn’t mine. It was just a way to make money for me. My 
passions lay elsewhere at the time. And then | kind of got 
distracted by it all...I lost sight of what | cared about. And 
somehow, | ended up in a place in my life where | don’t have 
anything to care about. Up until now, that is.” | lean in and 
kiss the top of her head. “Everything is falling together, 
babe. Just not in the way | expected.” 


Zooey frowns at me. She’s acting like I’m talking crazy, but | 
know for sure that I’m not. I’ve never been so clear about 
anything in my life. She thinks | should be upset about the 
way he treated me, and the way it’s affecting my future, but 
I’ve got everything | want and need now that she’s here. She 
may not know it yet, but she is the reason 


And suddenly it hits me like a tonne of bricks. I’m in love 
with her. Head over heels. How could | not see it before? My 
nerves about her father and the pressure we had on us was 


holding me back. And now that I’ve let go, it’s like | can see 
everything clearly. | Know what I want - her and only her. 


While I’m having this epiphany, she’s still staring at me and 
waiting for a response. She caresses my face and | feel my 
cock hardening. She turns me on with such ease. She makes 
my heart do backflips. This is it. She’s the one. 


“You don’t seem that fazed about this...are you sure? Maybe 
you haven’t given yourself enough time to let this all sink 
in,” she says gently. | grab her hips and bring her in closer to 
me. She looks surprised, but pleased to have me pressed 
against her body. | stare into her eyes, hoping she feels the 
Same way about me as I do about her. 


“l'm sure,” | tell her, “I’ve never been more sure. You’re the 
person I’ve been waiting for. | would do anything for you. 
Hell, | don’t need anything else. Forget the business. Forget 
having a good house and a fancy car and money in the 
bank. I’ve been on my own long enough to know that it 
doesn’t mean anything, especially when you don’t have 
someone to share it with.” | cup her face desperately. 
“You’ve changed the way | think and feel about everything. 
Now, all | want is to see a future with you. | want the whole 
fairy tale, no messing around. | want to wake up with you. | 
want to go to sleep with you. | want to fuck you all the time. 
I'd tell your Dad to fuck off a million times if it meant | could 
be with you. | see everything in our future...a shared house, 
a marriage, a house full of our own kids...I’d give anything to 
put a baby inside you,” | growl. Maybe I’m telling her too 
much, but I have to be honest. This is all or nothing now. Her 
eyes are wide, but she doesn’t look scared. She looks 
excited. | stroke her cheeks. 


This is it. 
“I’m in love with you, Zooey. | want this. | want you...for the 
rest of my life.” 


The only sound that can be heard is the shallowness of her 
breathing and the cold wind whistling in our ears. My heart 
is racing, adrenaline pumping through my veins. I’ve said a 
lot. Possibly too much. But | don’t regret it now. I’ve said the 
truth. What she does with it is up to her. But | know one 
thing for sure, and that’s that she is the one thing worth 
living for. 


She looks up at me and | wait for what she has to say. She’s 
smiling now, her cheeks flushed. 


“| love you too,” she whispers, “More than anything else in 
the world.” 


She stands on her tiptoes and kisses me. Her lips are warm 
and inviting in the cold wind. She kisses me desperately. I’ve 
never had a kiss that feels so good. My tongue slides inside 
her mouth and my hands naturally slide to her ass, pulling 
her closer to me. She sighs in pleasure against my lips. I’m 
hot under the collar once again. Damn, she barely has to do 
a thing and | want her more than I’ve ever wanted anyone 
before. And now that we both know that we feel the same, | 
can take her home and make something of what we have 
between us. 


Zooey 


Today has gone from being a nightmare to a fairy tale. After 
our walk on the beach, Wes takes me to a restaurant by the 
water, for delicious Italian food. We talk a lot, getting to 
know more about each other’s families, our work and our 
hobbies. It’s stuff we haven’t talked about much, which kind 
of seems strange in a way. | feel like | know him so well 
already, but | have a lot left to learn, of course. 


And it’s different now, anyway. These past few days, we’ve 
spent a lot of time getting to know one another physically, 


exploring one another’s bodies whenever we had the 
chance. For the first time, we get to sit down together and 
share a meal without the fear that we are doing something 
wrong. And as we talk and laugh together, | realized how 
right Wes is. | shouldn’t be worrying about what my father 
thinks. When was the last time he did something and 
considered how it would make me feel? It seems ridiculous 
that | care what he thinks. That’s not something | can just 
switch off, but for now, I’m putting him out of sight and out 
of mind. Wes has put a smile on my face like no other. Now, 
more than before, I’m certain that all this drama has been 
worth it. 


As we finish up our meal, we head back along the shoreline 
to where the car is parked. | have butterflies in my stomach. 
I’m going to his house for the first time which is exciting in 
itself, but | know that going home will mean fulfilling the 
desires that have been building up all day inside us both. | 
can tell he feels it too from the way he looks at me, the way 
he acts, the way he touches me. It’s the little 
things...sometimes he’ll wink at me from across the table, or 
offer me a secretive little smile. In the restaurant, he sat 
close to me instead of opposite me, pouring me wine when | 
wanted it and grazing my thigh with his hand. It’s both sexy 
and loving at the same time. I’ve always wanted something 
that walks the line between both, and finally experiencing it 
has me more excited than | could ever have imagined. 


It only makes me wonder what will happen when we're alone 
behind closed doors. Without sharing a house with a 
hundred other people, our experience is going to be so 
different. Sex is going to be taken to new heights. We can 
experiment, make as much noise as we want, relax and 
enjoy one another’s bodies. It’s something | can’t take my 
mind off. And judging by the hard on I can see bulging 
through Wes’ pants, he’s having similar thoughts. 


“I'm looking forward to showing you my place,” he says as 
he drives us back out of the city. “I think you’re going to like 
it...and hey. My place is your place, okay? You can stay as 
long as you want, and come over whenever you feel like it. 
l'Il get you a key, and make some space for your stuff...” 


“| don’t really have a lot of clothes or anything,” | tell him. 
“Being a student has me kind of tight on money, | guess.” 


“Well, | guess l'Il just have to treat you to some new things 
to keep at mine,” he says, reaching for my hand and 
bringing it to his lips to kiss. | feel tingles all over my skin. 
I’ve never had a man in my life who wants to treat me. My 
father never even bothered to send a birthday gift once a 
year after he left. | don’t care about money and status, but 
to have someone who is so desperate to treat me feels good. 
It makes me feel loved and wanted. It’s a small added bonus 
to all the other lovely things Wes has done for me, and | feel 
warm inside knowing that as his girl, l'm going to be treated 
like a Queen. 


His house isn’t too far out from my father’s. It makes me feel 
a little uncomfortable at first, but when | notice that the 
house is hidden behind hedges and a gate, it makes me feel 
better. This feels like his own private space. | don’t even 
think my father would dare show up here and cause a scene. 
Even if he did, he wouldn’t get through the gate. As soon as 
we drive through into his private property, | know for sure 
that tonight it’s just going to be me and Wes. 


He helps me out of the car just like before, and | hide my 
blush behind my hair. It all feels a little foreign, as lovely as 
it is. ’'ve never even been to a man’s house before, at least 
not one who is a love interest. Now, | suddenly have a 
boyfriend who loves me and wants to show me his place, 
and it’s a little overwhelming. Still, | can’t wait to get inside. 


Wes opens the front door to his big white mansion and 
allows me to go in first. My heart is racing. The whole 


entrance hall is beautiful, with a large white staircase as its 
centrepiece and white marble flooring. My shoes echo as | 
walk through, admiring it. It’s so different to my father’s 
house. It’s much classier, for one, and much tidier. 
Surprisingly, it’s minimalistic furniture wise, though | don’t 
know what the rest of the house is like. | guess that for Wes, 
he knows exactly what he wants, and he won't just fill his 
space with things for the sake of it. Now, | guess I’m a part of 
all of this too. It really makes me feel as though | belong 
here. He’s waited almost as long as | have, so | hope that | 
can prove to him that I’m worth it. 


| feel Wes’ hands on my shoulders and he massages circles 
into my muscles. “Do you like it?” 


| lean back against him, closing my eyes. “I love it. | love 
anything that you love.” 


| feel his strong hands turning me around to face him and he 
leans in to kiss me. | think he only intended for us to kiss for 
a moment, but suddenly, I’m letting myself get carried away. 
It feels good to do this when | know that we're all alone. 
Making the most of this time is crucial, so it doesn’t feel 
rushed when | strip off my jacket and my shirt as quickly as | 
can, leaving me in my jeans and bra in the middle of his 
entrance hall. Wes growls with approval, pulling away fora 
moment so that his eyes can lap me up. Then he continues 
kissing me, his hands snaking up my back to unclip my bra. 
The feeling of his hands on my skin makes me shudder. It’s 
been less than twenty-four hours, but I’ve missed this. 


My bra falls away from me and drops to the floor. | start 
unbuttoning Wes’ shirt, desperate for a glimpse of his 
incredible abs. A low growl emits from his throat. | love the 
primal side of him that comes out each time we edge 
towards a steamy situation. | like the idea that he’s so 
turned on by me that he just can’t resist. | feel it too - this 
aggressive need to have him at any given second. Now, we 


finally have the chance to indulge in this raw emotion for 
real. 


| wrap my arms around him and hop so that my legs cling 
around him like a monkey. He laughs against my lips, 
supporting my body with his strong arms and kissing me 
back with the same energy. My breasts press against his 
bare chest and he growls sexily, squeezing my ass as he 
heads for the stairs with me wrapped around him. We've left 
a trail of clothing, but it doesn’t even matter. This is our 
sacred space now. No one can tell us what to do here. 


Upstairs, | get a sense of deja vu as we head down a long 
corridor, still wrapped up in one another. | feel giddy all of a 
sudden, kissing his bare shoulders and giggling to myself. 
I’m so excited to get to be with him again that | barely know 
what’s happening. Still, I’m ready for anything. My 
underwear is soaked from my own wetness. The second that 
he enters me, l'Il be more than ready for him. Now that I’ve 
had his huge cock inside me a few times, I’m desperate for 
more. 


Wes smiles at me sexily, his eyes glancing over my body as 
he nudges a door open. “And here’s where the magic 
happens,” he murmurs. Then he closes the door behind us, 
ready for a night to remember forever. 


EPILOGUE 


Wes 


Four Months Later 


Nerves are getting the better of me. I’ve never been the sort 
of guy who gets nervous about anything, especially not 
when it comes to women. As much as I have kept to myself 
over the years, flirting with a woman or asking her out to 
dinner has never made me feel anything, but quietly 
confident. Now, though, | have to ask the biggest question 
of them all and I’m scared that I’m about to make a mess of 
it. 

| know that Zooey is going to be pleased no matter what | 
do. | Know how much she loves me. We've been living 
together for almost four months now, almost from the date 
when we walked away from her father’s house. We spent our 
first Christmas together, just the two of us, instead of going 
to our families houses as we had originally planned. She is 
my family now, and | plan to prove that to her tonight. 


I’ve been working at an accounting firm since | quit the 
company with Lawrence, so now | work regular hours and 
make good money. Most evenings, Zooey is performing in 
her latest show, and doesn’t get back before midnight. But 
it’s Saturday today, and even though I’ve been asked to 
work today, | Know she has the whole evening off. It’s the 
time when we get to just enjoy each other’s company. It 
usually ends in us fucking for half of the night and spending 
the entire next day exhausted, but I’ve never once 
complained about that. Hell, she’s completely worth being a 
little tired. But tonight, we are going to be doing something 


different. | have an entire plan for how | want things to go. If 
it goes well, my life is going to change forever, for the best. 


When | arrive home, she’s snoozing on the couch in the 
living room. | smile to myself, quietly setting up the evening 
for her that | have planned. I’ve decided to cook her dinner, 
which is a rarity for me. Though | can cook, we usually have 
a chef prepare something for us so that we can spend more 
time together. Tonight, however, | want to make as much of 
an effort as | can. She truly deserves the best, and I’m going 
to give it to her. 


| head through to the kitchen and start to prepare. I’ve got a 
few bottles of red wine ready, and a filet steak to cook. | take 
extra care to get the peppercorn sauce right, because | know 
it’s her favorite thing to eat with steak. As I’m cooking it, | 
hear her footsteps in the kitchen and turn around to look at 
her. 


| never get bored of seeing her sexy curvaceous body. It’s 
still as exciting to me as the first time | laid eyes on her at 
the masquerade party. She just looks so damn good all the 
time. And the second she smiles at me, | just want to pick 
her up and take her to the bedroom. But tonight is different. 
| have important things on my mind, even more important 
than sex. 


“What’s this?” Zooey asks as she approaches my 
workstation. | grab her by the waist and pull her in toward 
me, kissing her neck tenderly. 


“| thought I’d cook you dinner,” | murmur in her ear. “I know 
how hard you’ve been working...| thought you deserved a 
treat.” 


Zooey looks up at me with warmth in her eyes. “Honey, 
that’s so sweet...you really didn’t have to...” 


“Oh, but I do,” | growl, kissing her on the lips roughly. “I want 
to show you how much | appreciate you. And if you go 


upstairs... well, let’s just say | got you something special as a 
gift. It’s laid out on the bed.” 


Zooey frowns in confusion, but | can see the excitement in 
her eyes. It’s not often that | do things so mysteriously, but 
tonight, | want to catch her off guard. 


“Okay, baby...but actually, there’s something | need to talk 
to you about tonight. Something important.” 


My heart drops to my stomach as she pulls away from me 
and leaves the room. It’s not often she says things like that. 
She’s so carefree when she’s around me that we don’t tend 
to have serious conversations often. The only time we really 
get down to the grit of things is when we discuss her father. 
But | get the feeling that he isn’t involved in this particular 
equation. 


So what could she possibly need to talk to me about? We're 
not like normal couples. We don’t ever struggle for money - | 
have plenty of that to keep us afloat, which helps 
considerably since acting doesn’t pay very much. We never 
argue anymore. Since we left the hellish mansion that 
belongs to her father on Halloween weekend, things have 
been completely smooth running. It was simply our 
circumstances that made us go So crazy. 


So if it’s none of those things, then what could she possibly 
be about to tell me? Has she had enough of me or 
something? She hasn’t said anything to indicate that, but 
maybe she’s just been working up the courage to leave me. 
My heart slams against my chest almost painfully. If that’s 
what’s happening and I’ve just planned out a meticulously 
romantic evening, I’m going to be so let down. 


But the show must go on. | have to try and get this right. It 
feels as though there is even more at stake now, with her 
comment of needing to speak to me hanging over my head 
like a dark cloud. | quickly head into the downstairs 


bathroom and change into the suit and bow tie that | 
prepared for the evening. | head back through to our dining 
room and check that the table is set to perfection, including 
candles in the center of the table. None of this will matter if 
she doesn’t want to be with me anymore, but | have to try. 
She’s the best thing that ever happened to me. That’s a fact, 
and I’m not about to give her up now. 


| hear her footsteps on the stairs when dinner is almost 
ready. | head out into the hallway to watch her descend the 
stairs. She literally takes my breath away. She’s smiling, 
which is a relief. She’s wearing the gown that | had made 
specially for her. It’s midnight blue, her favorite color, and it 
grazes her bare feet as she walks toward me. Soon, she will 
have her second gift to match, if she accepts it. 


At the bottom of the stairs, she takes my hand with a shy 
smile. She leans in to kiss my lips, but she doesn’t give me 
very much, nothing more than a peck. It has my stomach in 
Knots. | know I’m overthinking this...it must be the nerves of 
the situation getting the better of me...but | don’t want to 
lose her. Not now, not ever. 


“This is such a nice gesture,” she says. Is it my imagination 
or does she sound a little unsure? “But it’s a lot, Wes...what’s 
going on?” 


| force my best smile for her. “You'll see very soon. Why don’t 
you head to the dining room...I’Ill bring your dinner through 
in a moment.” 


She smiles, but she looks a little uncertain. Has she guessed 
what I’m about to do? Is she thinking through a million ways 
to tell me no? | feel close to a heart attack as she heads 
through to the dining room. This is all too much. I’ve gone 
overboard and it’s going to backfire on me. But I’m not the 
kind of man to back down, or only complete half a job. I’m 
going through with this, even if my offer has me landing 
right on my face. 


In the kitchen, | serve up the dishes and pour the cocktails | 
made earlier. | know this night wouldn’t be complete without 
a few glasses of Troublemaker...the cocktail she inspired me 
to make. | head through to the dining room with the two 
glasses, and find her standing by the elm cabinet | keep in 
the room. The surface is covered in photographs, and she is 
staring pensively at a photo of me and her from our first trip 
away to Paris. She looks up as | enter the room with a 
nervous smile. 


“Is that what I think it is?” she says, brightening up a little 
as she notices the cocktails. | grin at her, feeling a little more 
relaxed. 


“It sure is. And there’s plenty more where this came from.” 


| set the glasses down on the table and lift my chin up, 
walking more confidently back to the kitchen. | have no 
reason to doubt my relationship with Zooey. She’s mine, for 
now and forever. | can’t believe I’m letting myself think 
otherwise. She’s going to love what comes next, | know she 
will. After all, this whole evening was tailored for her. What 
reason would she have to dislike anything I’m doing? | know 
her well enough to know that this is going to be her dream 
come true. 


| take the steaks through to the dining room and Zooey 
smiles, rubbing her hands together. 


“It smells amazing,” she comments. “You know how much | 
love steak...this is really sweet of you, Wes.” 


“I’m glad you think so,” I say. As usual, she’s sitting at the 
head of the table and | take a seat right next to her. This 
room is made for twenty guests at a time, and | never want 
to be too far from her. Being at her side always feels right, 
and she deserves the seat of honor. She is my queen, after 
all. 


My nerves have mostly gone now. This is the part I can 
control. Now that she’s here beside me, all | have to do is 
prove to her how much | love her. That’s the point of this 
evening, after all. And if there’s one thing I’m good at, it’s 
loving her more than anything else on earth. We tuck into 
our meals and talk about work for a little while. I’m building 
up to what | want to say when she finishes her food. | finish 
before her and then she puts down her cutlery a few minutes 
later, wiping her mouth delicately on her napkin. 


“So,” she says with a small smile. “Are you going to tell me 
what this whole thing is about?” 


| smile back at her. | feel ready to do this. | reach for her 
hand and hold it close to me, looking deeply into her 
beautiful eyes. 


“Zooey...| wanted this night to be special for a reason. These 
past four months we’ve shared together have been the best 
of my life. | honestly don’t know how | lived without you 
before. It was like someone had put my life on pause until 
you arrived. | was just going through the motions, letting life 
pass me by. But now, everything feels so...right.” 


She smiles, but doesn’t say anything. | can’t tell if it’s 
because she doesn’t know how to respond, or whether she’s 
just waiting for me to continue. | start to feel the familiar 
knot of nerves in my stomach again, so | carry on before | 
can change my mind, or before she can stop me entirely. 


“I’ve never wanted anything more than | want this 
relationship. | want everything to carry on like this forever. | 
want more from me and you...! want the family that I’ve 
always dreamed of. | want to make love to you every single 
night. | want to watch you grow in your career, and for you 
to continue supporting mine. That’s the whole point of this 
partnership...the way | see it, we’re a team. The perfect 
team, in fact. Everything we have shared together has been 


so good, and l'm excited to see what else we can bring to 
the world as a pair.” 


“Wes...” Zooey says, her brow furrowed, but | don’t want to 
give her the chance to speak. If | do, she might tell me that 
this isn’t what she wants. | don’t think | can bear to hear 
those words from her lips. If she doesn’t want this, then what 
is the point in life? Without her, I’d go back to being 
nothing. | fumble in my pocket for the ring box that I’ve 
been waiting to use for over a month now. | open it quickly 
to show her the beautiful handcrafted sapphire ring that | 
had made specially for her. 


“Zooey...will you marry me?” 


Zooey 


I’m overcome with shock. | knew tonight was going down a 
route | wasn’t expecting, but | thought that my news would 
be the biggest of the night. Now, Wes is sitting in front of me 
with the most beautiful ring I’ve ever seen, looking a little 
nervous as | stare at him in silence. 


“Zooey...say something, please.” 


| can’t. Not yet. | can barely breathe, let alone make a 
comment on what I’m seeing in front of me. Of course, | 
already know what my answer will be. Surely he does too? 
But right now, I’m so shocked that the words just won’t come 
out. | reach for my drink out of habit, sipping it to calm my 
nerves, but then | immediately remember what I’m about to 
tell him and have to spit the liquid back out. Wes stares at 
me in horror, clearly not knowing what to make of my 
strange reaction. 


“Zooey, is everything alright? You’re acting...strangely.” 


| can’t help, but laugh. He must think I’m crazy, the way that 
I’ve been acting this evening. Ever since I laid eyes on him 


in the kitchen, | haven’t been my normal chatty self. He 
must have picked up on it and thought it was because he’s 
proposing to me. But it’s not, of course. In fact, this 
shouldn’t be a problem at all. Our two big events of the 
evening are going to go hand in hand. Right now, | have to 
find the words to tell him what’s going through my head, 
before he gets the wrong idea and runs off. 


“I'm sorry if | scared you, Wes...of course l'Il marry you. 
There’s nothing | want more in the world. But before you put 
that ring on my finger, there’s something important you 
should know. | said | wanted to talk, remember?” 


Wes nods, awkwardly holding the ring box out toward me 
still. | take it from his hand and set it down on the table, 
replacing the box with my hand in his. His face is so 
confused that | want to laugh, but | know now isn’t the right 
time. | have to come clean. 


“Baby...what you just did is the sweetest thing anyone has 
ever done for me. Period. The reason | seem a little 
distracted is because...well, | am. | have some massive news 
to tell you that | only found out earlier today...l’ve been 
working up the nerve this whole day to tell you...” 


“Is everything okay? Are you ill?” Wes asks in concern. | 
smile fondly at him. He’s so protective of me that | can’t help 
loving him even more with each passing second. 


“Nothing like that, baby, | promise...this is good news. At 
least, | hope it is...l hope it’s what you want as well.” | take a 
deep breath. | can’t believe I’m about to share the biggest 
news of my life. After four months together, | feel like I’ve 
known Wes for a lifetime, but | have to remind myself that 
he can still walk away. Things can still go wrong. Everything 
depends on how he reacts to this news. 


| take another deep breath and dive right in. 
“Wes, I’m...l’m pregnant.” 


Wes is stunned into silence. | bet he’s mirroring how | felt 
five minutes ago when he asked me to marry him. | bite my 
lip nervously. | Know he wants kids, but this could be way 
too soon for his liking. | don’t want to scare him off. | wait for 
him to process the information. He’s squeezing my hand 
hard, and he looks completely confused. 


“Wes, honey? Do you have anything to say?” 


He takes a deep breath. “This is just so...unexpected. How is 
it that we both have such big things to tell one another on 
the same day?” 


| smile. “I guess it’s fate. It just goes to show that this is the 
best day ever...right?” 


After another moment of silence, his face spreads into a 
huge grin. “Right. Oh, baby...this is amazing. How far along 
are you?” 


| cradle my stomach, Knowing that our child is forming there 
right this second. “Three weeks along...when | missed my 
period, | think | knew right away. But after | took the test this 
morning...it just sunk in. We’re going to be parents. You and 
me...we’re finally going to get the little family we always 
wanted.” 


Wes looks delighted as he leans in to kiss me passionately. 
His hands cup my cheeks and his tongue slides into my 
mouth, dancing with my own. | moan against his mouth, 
aroused within seconds. Everything feels like it’s gone back 
to normal again, even with our child forming as we kiss and 
an engagement ring sitting on our dinner table, waiting to 
be put on my finger. This is the moment every girl dreams of 
when they’re thinking of big white weddings and falling in 
love as children. Now that | get to live this for real, it’s better 
than | ever could have expected it to be. 


When Wes pulls away from me, he reaches straight for the 
box and plucks the ring from it. | hold out my hand and find 


that I’m shaking in anticipation. Wes holds my hand still and 
Slides the ring onto my finger, smiling to himself as he does. 
My heart is so full that it feels ready to burst. My new life is 
about to start with Wes, and | can barely believe my luck. 


He doesn’t waste any time in sweeping me up off my feet 
once again. He growls to himself as he kisses me, holding 
me in his big arms and carrying me upstairs. | know now that 
we’re going to make love until the early hours of the 
morning. | have a show tomorrow. | should be getting some 
sleep. 


But I’m definitely not going to complain. 
KKK KK 


I’m breathless and sweaty. We’ve been fucking for hours. 
Wes’ stamina tonight has been unreal, and we have been at 
it over and over again. We’ve fucked in the shower, on the 
kitchen counter, in the bed three times over in every 
position imaginable. | lie back on my pillow, completely 
naked as Wes’s fingers pleasure me, my hand on his cock. 


“I’m going to cum,” he growls. I’m close too, shuddering in 
pleasure as he brings me to the edge for the umpteenth 
time. 


“Yes baby, cum for me,” | beg him, opening my mouth to 
accept his final load. He thrusts his sexy hips one final time 
and he cums, his hot, salty load sliding down my throat. | 
groan and close my eyes as my orgasm sweeps over me for 
one final time. | buck against his hand, crying out loudly. | 
love that we can have sex every night and no one can hear 
our moans. Our closest neighbours are at least twenty yards 
away from the house. In here, we can be as loud as we want. 


| lick my lips to taste him as Wes gets off the top of me and 
lies next to me, putting an arm behind his head and closing 
his eyes to catch his breath. In this moment of silence, | 
can’t help thinking about our journey to this point. These 


four months have been so intense. I’ve gone from an 
innocent little virgin to Wes’ little sex minx. We've tried 
everything together, and enjoyed every single second of it. 
We've become accustomed to each other’s company, and 
the lack of the company of others. | have a lot of friends at 
work, of course, but none of them have a part in my home 
life. We barely ever have guests over. It’s always just me and 
Wes. Since he left the business with my father, all of his old 
friends have disappeared. They were mostly clients, after all, 
and now, they’re no longer in business with him. 


It makes me so sad. As much as | think my father 
disrespected me and Wes, | wish | could tell him about my 
huge news. My mother is going to be the first person | call 
and tell in the morning, and Poppy of course. But it feels 
wrong that my Dad won’t even know what’s going on in my 
life. Even though not much has changed in that respect, 
considering he didn’t give a shit about me for most of my 
life, | still feel as though he should know. | cradle my 
stomach. There are no signs of me showing yet, but | know 
that in eight months time, I’m going to have a real human 
life in my hands. | always imagined that the day | gave birth, 
my entire family would be around me. As terrible as he is as 
a father, can | really bear for him to miss out? 


“He’s going to be a grandpa,” | whisper out loud. 
“Who is?” Wes murmurs sleepily. 
“My Dad...” 


Wes sits up with a sigh, turning to me with a frown. “Really? 
You're thinking of your Dad after what we’ve been doing?” 


“Don’t be like that...l was thinking of the baby. | don’t want 
to have to explain to our child why they'll never get to meet 
their grandpa. Do you think...well, | don’t know how you'd 
feel about this...” 


Wes'’s face softens. “It’s okay. Say what’s on your mind.” 


“I’m just thinking...do you think we should try and reach out 
to him? It’s been four months now without a peep from 
him...do you think he cares? Do you think he’s as curious 
about us as we are about him?” 


Wes sighs and runs a hand through his damp hair. “Baby, | 
don’t know. He might have been my best friend once upon a 
time, but right now, he feels like a stranger to me. | can’t tell 
you what that man’s thinking. All I know is that he screwed 
us both over massively.” 


“| know...l’m not saying we should forgive and forget 
everything. But maybe...| think he has a right to know. He 
can decide for himself if he wants to give a shit...but it’s a 
second chance for us all. Maybe it can bring us all back 
together.” 


Wes chews his lip. | can tell he thinks this is a terrible idea. 
His response to the whole situation has been plain and 
simple from the start. He thinks that we should just cut him 
out forever and be done with it. 


But there’s a part of me that wants to try again. | think 
there’s a part of Wes too, even if he’s buried it deep inside 
himself. | can’t forget the way my father treated us both 
back at the Halloween extravaganza, but | also can’t forget 
the blood connection we share. There’s no getting around 
the fact that he made me who | am today. I’m not sure if | 
want him to have any influence on how my child turns out, 
but either way, | want him to have the option to meet my 
baby. And who knows...his paternal instincts might finally 
kick in. He failed when it came to me, but a new baby isa 
second chance for us all. A chance to prove that our hearts 
aren't made of stone. Especially my father. 


Wes’ heart of stone is cracking a little right before my eyes. 
He hardened his heart to protect himself from the fallout of 
the Halloween extravaganza, but | know he cares. | know 


Wes like the back of my hand, and | can see when he’s 
hurting, as much as he tries to hide his emotions from me. 


“You're probably right,” he says eventually. “I guess 
everyone deserves a second chance...but | just worry about 
you, Zooey. He’s broken your heart before. You’ve given him 
second chances in the past and he’s thrown them back in 
your face. This might be the second chance that he’s getting 
from me, but it’s more than that from you. Which is why I’m 
finding it so hard right now to find a way to approve of this. 
I'd love to have my best friend back, | really would, but not 
at the cost of him upsetting you once again.” 


| feel my heart melting. It just goes to show how much he 
really loves me. Wes always puts me first, even when it’s not 
about me. And this really isn’t about me...it’s about our 
unborn child. But | see what he’s talking about. I’ve been 
burned by him in the past, of course. Wes just doesn’t want 
to see that happen to me again. 


“I think this is different, baby...” 


“You might think that...but he’s shown that he can 
completely lack compassion when it suits him. | know you 
think a baby is the perfect way to bring us back 
together...but if we text him now, there’s a high chance he 
won’t even bother to reply. You know that as well as | do. | 
just don’t want you to get your hopes up...because in some 
ways, | know him better than you do. And | don’t think he’s 
going to give you what you want or deserve.” 


| try to swallow the lump forming in my throat. Trust my 
father to ruin such a perfect evening by making me want to 
cry. Even without him doing a single thing, he’s managed to 
upset me. Just like always, | suppose. But part of me thinks 
this is worth the risk. | can handle him hurting me again. | 
have grown a thicker skin because of that man. If | don’t ask 
him to make amends, then I'll spend the rest of my life 
wondering if he would have accepted the offer. If | ask and 


he doesn’t respond, then at least | know he’s not good 
enough to be a part of my baby’s life. 


“| want to do this,” | tell him. “He’s the grandfather... want 
my baby to have a good family. | think this could change my 
father for the better.” 


Wes opens his mouth to say something and then shuts it 
quickly. He knows that he can’t talk me out of this one. So 
eventually, he sighs and nods to me. He’s agreeing to let me 
do this. 


“I guess we'll just have to wait and see how much he cares,” 
he says. 


EPILOGUE 


Wes 
Eight Months Later 


The past few months have been pure craziness. | guess 
having a baby is always going to be a scary and hard 
process, but it didn’t hit me straight away. While we basked 
in the glow of our engagement, Zooey and | spent a few 
months together taking things easy, planning a wedding for 
after the baby’s arrival, and discussing names for our unborn 
child. 


But when Zooey began to show, things changed. Chaos 
ensued, taking over our lives. | took some unpaid leave in 
order to get the house ready. Since Zooey has been on 
maternity leave, there’s been so much to prepare for, 
including buying all the supplies for the baby...clothes, 
furniture, diapers, mushy baby food...you name it, we 
bought it. My once tidy mansion has now become host to 
everything baby related under the sun. | thought it might 
bother me, but as it turns out, it’s one of the sweetest things 
I’ve ever experienced. 


Zooey had her baby shower last week with her close friends 
from drama school and the shows she’s performed in. 
Zooey’s mother was there too, who took quite warmly to me 
from the beginning, to my surprise. | never expected to be 
eating sugar cookies with my ex-best friend’s ex wife, after 
all. But we got on like a house on fire, and it was almost 
enough for Zooey, seeing me and her Mom together there, 
to mask the space her absent father left at the party. 


He never replied to the texts that we sent him. There was 
more than one...plenty of opportunities for him to respond. 
But he never did. | guess we should have known that he 
would let her down, like he has a million times before, but 
Zooey really got her hopes up. It’s crushing to see how much 
this has affected her. 


Still, life goes on. The baby is due in two weeks time, and 
Zooey is Managing to distract herself from her let down of 
her father. She’s been busy organizing every detail of the 
birth. We’ve booked a private room for her to keep her 
comfortable on the big day, and she feels prepared for it, 
with or without the support of her father. 


I’m watching her now, her feet propped up on a chair as she 
rubs her stomach, and | still can’t believe how badly she’s 
been treated. | thought her father might have stepped up, 
but it seems he’s not even capable of that. | tried to get 
Zooey’s mother to speak to her father, but she refused to 
interact with him, and who can blame her? She was treated 
terribly by him while they were together, and | can see how 
she would think it’s better that he isn’t in her grandchild’s 
life. Even if it does break Zooey’s heart. 


| sit down next to my beautiful fiance and stroke her hair. 
She closes her eyes with a smile and allows me to fuss over 
her. She loves it when I touch her hair, so | keep doing it in 
the hope that it will relax her. The doctor said that she’s 
seemed stressed lately, and | can’t help being furious. It 
must be because of her father not getting in contact with 
her. | think it still stings eight months on because she’s 
coming to the realization that this is it. He’s not going to 
change his mind. 


“Do you think it’s a boy or a girl?” | ask her gently, trying to 
distract myself from my anger. Right now, | feel like | could 
rip her father’s head off. She sighs, opening her eyes and 
stroking her swollen stomach once again. I’m certain I’ve 


just made things worse, though I’m not sure how that’s 
possible. 


“| hope it’s a girl,” she mutters. “I don’t want her to turn out 
anything like my father.” 


The comment stings a little. It’s like she’s lumping in all men 
with her scumbag father. But at the same time, | get it. Our 
child will have some piece of him in them. He’s their blood 
relative, after all. | wish now that we’d decided to find out 
the sex. I’m scared of how she’s going to feel if it is a boy 
that she’s giving birth to after that comment. 


“Wait here for a second. Put your feet up and relax,” | tell 
her, curling my hands into fists. She looks up at me with 
innocent eyes. 


“Why? Where are you going?” 


“I have to make a phone call,” | growl as | leave the room 
and head straight upstairs to my office. | pick up the phone 
and dial a number I’ve been avoiding for over a year now. 


| haven't called my old office since | left the job there, but 
this is the last straw for me. I’m going to get ahold of her 
father no matter what it takes. Even if | have to lie about 
who I am, I’m going to make him face up to his cowardice. 
I’m going to make him pay for hurting my woman. 


| dial the number for his personal office. | don’t plan to waste 
time being put on hold by a hundred secretaries by calling 
the main phone. This is important. Plus, it’ll give him less 
time to prepare for what’s coming his way. If he knew what a 
shitstorm | plan to unleash on him, he wouldn’t bother 
picking up the phone ever again. 


“Can | help you?” the woman on the end of the line asks. | 
know her voice well. It’s Margaret, our personal secretary. 
She used to help me out as well as Lawrence. | clear my 
throat. If she recognizes who | am, she might cut the call. | 


have no idea what Lawrence told the others at the company 
about why | left, after all. 


“Good afternoon. I'd like to speak to Lawrence Goodman 
please.” 


“Do you have an appointment?” 


“No, but | promise you, he’s been waiting for this call fora 
long time,” | say, trying not to let my anger show on the 
phone. Margaret clears her throat a little uncomfortably. 


“Okay...I’ll see what | can do for you. Please hold.” 


| wait as patiently as | can, though I’ve never been so pissed 
off in my life. This has been over a year in the making, this 
fight we’re about to have. | hope I embarrass him as much as 
he tried to embarrass me and Zooey. | hope he listens as | 
call him out on every single thing he has done wrong in his 
life, starting with his abandonment of Zooey. Although he’s 
done that so many times now she can barely even count. 
He’s going to see a side to me he didn’t even realize | had. 
I’m not going to sit back and be quiet anymore. He’s going 
to get the telling off of his life. 


The line crackles and | know this is it. It’s time. | hold the 
receiver close to my ear, breathing hard. 


“Good afternoon, this is Lawrence speaking. How might | 
help you?” he says. He sounds completely normal which 
pisses me off even more. How dare he act so casually when 
his pregnant daughter is waiting downstairs pining for him? 
How dare he act like things are fine when he’s let everyone 
down, including himself. | can’t even find the words to say 
how much | hate him right now. 


“Um...hello?” he says. “Who is this?” 


“It’s me,” | growl. | Know he’d recognize my voice anywhere. 
Silence falls on the other end of the line. | can’t tell whether 


it’s out of fear or out of anger. He clearly doesn’t want to be 
speaking to me either way. 


“Wes...” 
“You know it is.” 


Lawrence clears his throat. “Wes...it’s good to hear from 
you.” 


“Is it really?” 


“Yes, it is,” he says firmly, which surprises me. He almost 
sounds completely genuine. “I haven’t been able to get in 
contact with you for a long time...| broke my old phone 
Shortly after the argument. | lost all my contacts. In my 
anger, | also erased everything of yours off the work 
database, including your home number...you don’t know 
how many hours of paperwork it cost me to get back on 
track.” 


| don’t know what to say. Is it really true? Have we been 
trying to get in contact with a dead number all this time? 


“Wes? You still there?” 


“Of course | am,” | snap. I’m angry at myself, now, for not 
trying this earlier. Why didn’t we ever think to do this? But 
still I’m not so sure about his story. “If you broke your old 
phone and got a new one you could have still kept the old 
number. Your story isn’t completely convincing.” 


| hear a loud exhale on the other end. “That’s true, although 
| got a new number...but there’s more to it than that.” 
“I'm waiting,” | say, gritting my teeth and tapping my foot. 


“I was ashamed at how awful of a father | was...or more 
accurately wasn’t. | wasn’t there for her when I should have 
been, and not just once, but always.” 


| pause, hoping he’s being genuine. | want that because | 
know how much deep down inside Zooey wants him in the 


baby’s life. 


“Well, Wes...like | said. It’s good to hear from you. How 

is... how is Zooey?” He’s changing the subject, moving 
forward. | want to reach through the phone and choke him, 
but maybe moving forward is the better option. 


| close my eyes. So he’s annoyed that we're still together. At 
least he doesn’t sound angry anymore. “She’s...she’s okay.” 


“Is there a reason you called today, Wes? Margaret seemed 
to sense that this call was pretty urgent.” 


| close my eyes, leaning against the wall. | got everything 
about this situation wrong, and now I’ve landed in a position 
where | have to tell him that not only am I engaged to his 
daughter, but I’ve also gotten her pregnant. He doesn’t 
seem angry right now, but hell, he probably will be by the 
time I’ve finished explaining myself. | sigh. 


“Look...a lot has changed in the time since we last spoke. I’m 
happy, and Zooey is too. But you have to understand...we 
tried contacting you and got no reply.” 


“What’s your point, Wes? Did something happen?” 


“Lawrence...I’m engaged to your daughter. And she’s having 
my baby.” 


There’s silence on the other end of the line. | hold my 
breath. He has every right to go a little crazy right now. Not 
knowing his own daughter is pregnant and engaged must be 
a kick in the teeth, especially considering that I’m the 
reason for all of that. | assume he didn’t expect anything like 
this when he walked into work this morning. Now, he has to 
deal with the fact that his absence has changed everything. 


“engaged? Pregnant?” 


“Yes, Lawrence,” | say firmly. | don’t want him thinking that 
I’ve come up with some crazy story just to spite him. This is 
real...this is my life with his daughter now. | hear him deflate 


on the other end of the line and | feel almost sorry for him. If 
the same thing happened to me, I’d be devastated. But then 
| hear something else on the other end of the line. It sounds 
like he’s laughing. 


“I’m going to be a grandpa!” he exclaims, laughing to 
himself. “And the father of the bride...Wes, this is great news. 
When can l...can | come and see my daughter?” 


| pause. | didn’t think I’d get this far with Lawrence. At this 
point, I’m not even sure that Zooey wants to see him, 
although | feel like deep down she does, for the baby. After 
everything he’s put her through, it seems unlikely that she’s 
going to be forgiving, even given the circumstances. She’s 
turned her heart to stone to avoid getting hurt, and I’m 
afraid that it could be irreversible. But with the excitement 
in Lawrence’s voice and his willingness to accept this whole 
situation, how can | say no to him? I’ve just told him the 
biggest news of his life and he wants to be a part of it all. So 
despite my gut telling me I’ve got this completely wrong, | 
nod to myself. 


“Okay, Lawrence, let me lay down some ground rules. First 
off, you’re going to call Zooey and let her know you want to 
see her. l'Il give you her number. Explain to her what you 
told me about your phone. Then it’s up to her whether she 
wants to speak to you.” 


“Wait...so you didn’t call just to let me know?” 


| sigh. “No, Lawrence. To be honest, | called to rip the shit 
out of you for abandoning her. But now that | see that we got 
our wires crossed...I’m giving you a second chance.” 


| hear Lawrence swallow nervously. “I didn’t even know I had 
my first chance...” 


Anger flares up within me as he’s put his foot in his mouth 
again. He still doesn’t get it. He walks out on Zooey’s mom 
before Zooey was born and basically made no effort to be a 


part of Zooey’s life...and he doesn’t know he had his first 
chance? Are you f’in kidding me? | want to hang up the 
phone and be done with him forever, but learning to act in 
the interests of others, especially when it comes to our soon 
to be born baby, is going to help me a lot as a father. What 
better time to practice than now? | bite my tongue and start 
the process of trying. “Listen here, Lawrence. Even if you're 
innocent of one crime, it doesn’t excuse you from the others. 
You've let her down more times than I can count. You 
abandoned her for years and then the second you got her 
back, you wasted your opportunity on that ridiculous 
Halloween party. You treated her like one of your clients and 
expected love and respect in return...well, it doesn’t work 
that way. Not on my watch. You have a lot of grovelling to 
do, Lawrence. So you'd better get started. The baby’s due 
next week.” 


With that, | put the phone down, trying hard to steady my 
breathing. Something about the whole phone call has made 
me inexplicably angry. The fact that | was so willing to 
believe he’d changed, just because there was a 
misunderstanding, frustrates me beyond belief. The fact that 
he doesn’t even understand how much he’s hurt Zooey over 
the years makes me angrier still. But | know it was the right 
thing to do to talk to him. Now, all | have to do is get Zooey’s 
number to him and hope that he pulls himself together. 


For her sake, | really hope he does. 


Zooey 


| can’t decide what’s stressing me out more...the fact that 
my baby is due in two days time or the fact that my father is 
coming over for dinner tonight. 


| never expected to hear from him again, to be honest. He’s 
the kind of man that can disappear from your life with the 


snap of his fingers, just because he’s stubborn enough to 
never admit that he’s wrong. After all these years, after all 
the harm he has caused, | never expected to get a call from 
him where he grovelled to me about everything. I’m still not 
sure he realizes what he’s done wrong, but he apologized all 
the same. 


And then somehow, | found myself inviting him over for 
dinner, which is the last thing that | need right now. I’ve got 
so much to do, so many things | need to prepare before my 
due date, but Wes and the doctor are insisting that | take it 
easy. | laughed when they told me that. How can | take it 
easy when my father is going to casually stroll back into my 
life after a year apart? How am I supposed to deal with the 
fact that he’s here to see my unborn child, but he didn’t lift 
a finger to raise me, his only daughter? 


It’s a lot to take in, but | have to give this a go. | don’t want 
my son or daughter being raised without loving 
grandparents. Both of Wes’ parents have passed away, so 
it’s up to my side of the family. | don’t have to worry about 
my Mom, of course. She’s already perfect grandmother 
material. My father, on the other hand, is going to need 
some serious training. If | decide he’s changed, that is. 


He insists that he has. He says that this year without me has 
made him reevaluate the way he thinks and acts. But | guess 
I'll only know if it’s true when I see him here for the first 
time. | feel sick with nerves, rubbing my baby bump 
anxiously, but | know that Wes will look after me, no matter 
the outcome. That’s something to hold on to. 


We're sitting in the living room when the doorbell rings. | try 
to stand up, but Wes kisses my cheek and goes to the door 
himself. | peer through the doorway. | don’t want to miss the 
moment when my father and Wes reunite. 


The door opens and my father’s cheerful voice can be heard 
just outside. | watch his arm extend through the doorway to 


shake Wes’ hand, and | breathe a sigh of relief. That’s one 
obstacle jumped. 


Now to survive the rest of the evening. 


My father steps inside the house, looking around him in awe. 
He hasn’t changed a bit, except he looks a little more tired. | 
guess running a business alone for a year takes its toll. I’m 
not nervous anymore, though. He seems like he’s going to 
make this whole situation as normal as possible, and I’m 
okay with that. | just want this to go well. 


| almost said no when he asked if he could come and see me. 
Even with his explanation of why he hadn’t been in touch, | 
still felt a lot of anger toward him. Still, I’m glad he’s here 
now. This feels right. | push myself up off the sofa and head 
over to say hello, my swollen belly protruding in front of me. 
When my father sees me, he looks so shocked that | almost 
laugh. It’s almost like he’s never seen a pregnant woman 
before. Which would half make sense, considering that he 
disappeared from my mother’s life when she announced she 
was having me. 


“Zooey...” he says gently. “You look...” 


“Pregnant?” | finish for him with a smile. He pauses for a 
moment before letting out one of his booming laughs. 


“Pregnant,” he confirms, shaking his head at me. “My little 
girl...you’re SO grown up now.” 


It seems to hit him like a tonne of bricks. His eyes grow 
watery and he steps forward to hug me awkwardly. | allow 
him to. | can’t recall the last time | got to hug my father. | 
rest my head on his shoulder, feeling an overwhelming 
sense of relief. | catch Wes’ eye and he’s smiling at me. He 
knows how much this means to me. 


As we pull apart, my father offers me a watery smile. 


“Zooey...| hope | can make up for all the years we’ve lost 
together.” 


| harden a little at the comment. “I’ve heard that one 
before...” 


“I mean it, darling. You’re important to me, | swear...! Know | 
have a funny way of showing it, but I’m not good at this. | 
never learned how to be a good parent...that was my fault, 
of course. When your mother got pregnant with you, | was 
young and foolish. I’ve been running away from my 
responsibilities ever since.” He cups my cheek with his hand. 
“But I’ve learned my lesson. I’m going to make things right. 
Starting with apologizing to your mother. After everything | 
put her through...it’s the least she deserves.” 


“Damn right,” | say, but I’m not as angry now. | can see in 
him the willingness to change. It’s right in front of me, clear 
as day. It feels different to all the other half-hearted 
apologies he’s dished out. For the first time in his life, he 
actually seems sincere. 


“I'll prove that I’m going to be a better father,” he says, 
fumbling for his keys and heading back out to his car. | stand 
at Wes’ side in the doorway as we wait for him to fetch 
something from his car. 


“Are you convinced by all this?” Wes asks a little dubiously. | 
smile. 


“lam,” | say firmly. | feel even more sure when I see my 
father returning with bags full of gifts and a hopeful smile on 
his face. 


“| brought presents,” he says proudly. “Some for you, some 

for the baby...there’s all sorts of toys and books for the kid, 

and | got you some chocolates, some wine, a trip to a Spa...| 
figure you'll need it after the delivery.” 


“You know, a bunch of presents doesn’t prove anything,” 
Wes says quietly. The atmosphere immediately changes. My 
father’s face falls. But he doesn’t turn around and walk away. 
He might have done that, once upon atime, but the new 
Lawrence is in our presence now. He puts down the gifts and 
approaches Wes, clapping a hand on his shoulder. 


“| know that. | swear | do,” he says quietly. “But I’m going to 
show you that | mean it. | know I let you both down...in some 
ways, it was worse for you, Wes. You trusted me for a long 
time, and | showed you my true colors. But this is just the 
beginning. We’re going to get back on track... Swear.” 


Wes looks slightly more satisfied now. When he looks at me, | 
nod to him insistently. | want him to try and be civil, for my 
sake if no one else’s. | want this to work out. And for the first 
time all evening, Wes smiles properly. 


“Okay. | believe you. Shall we go through and have some 
dinner? | think things will be a lot easier when we all have a 
glass of wine in our hands...” 


My father laughs jovially. “Well, that sounds good to me. 
Zooey, can | give you a hand?” 


“It’s alright. I’ve kind of used to lugging the weight of my 
child around,” | joke. | follow the men through to the dining 
room, where our chef is serving up our starters. But as I’m 
walking over to the table, something changes. | suddenly 
feel a little bit strange. When | look down, | see a pool of 
water on the floor and | know what’s happened. 


“Wes...it’s happening.” 


Wes turns around in confusion and sees what | mean. My 
father is still oblivious to what is happening in front of his 
eyes. He smiles at me until he sees the water on the floor, 
and his face falls. 


“Oh my God...what do we do? Wes, we’re taking her to the 
hospital right?” 


“We've got a plan...can you run upstairs for me and find her 
overnight bag? It should be by our bed...” 


My father nods in haste, rushing for the door. Then, he 
quickly returns to the room to kiss me on the cheek. 
“Congratulations,” he tells me. “I’m so proud to be a part of 
this.” 


Then, with that, he rushes out of the room again. | feel a stab 
of pain, but I’m too excited to notice it much as Wes rushes 
to my side to hold me up. He cradles me close to him and | 
look up at his smiling face. 


“You're so calm...” | say, feeling a rush of nerves. “How are 
you this calm?” 


His smile only grows wider. “Because, Zooey...this was 
always meant to be. And | can’t wait for this new stage of 
our adventure.” 


He leans in to kiss me softly. This is it. After months of 
planning, months of excitement and baby kicks and 
debating baby names, we’re finally having our first child. 
And if | have my way, this baby will be the first of many. 


My life with my man is just beginning. 


EXTEN DED EPILOGUE 


Wes 


Ten Years Later 


“Mommy, can me and Jason have some candy corn?” 
“Mom! Can we start carving the pumpkin now?” 
“Dad, Jake took my turn at bobbing apples!” 


Halloween in this household is a nightmare. A cute kid filled 
nightmare, but a nightmare all the same. It’s the morning of 
October 31st and for the first time in a while, it’s fallen on a 
Saturday. Hence why me, my beautiful wife and our five kids 
are now crowded in our kitchen to unleash Halloweenish hell 
on the world. The twins, Kathryn and Kelly, are quietly 
sitting in the corner, making a paper chain to hang up, while 
the other three are fighting over the sweets, toys and games 
we bought for the occasion. Hyped up on sugar, they’re even 
wilder than usual. 


Zooey shoots a helpless look in my direction, but she’s 
smiling. In fact, this holiday puts her in her forte. She’s kept 
up acting all this time, and still has an incredible, sexy 
figure, even after five babies. Local theatres can’t get 
enough of her talent, and they’re still lapping up her time as 
often as they can. 


However, her understudy is covering her for the show she’s 
meant to be in tonight, which is a spooky ghost tale running 
through the winter months. | took our eldest, Jake, to see it 
last night, especially as he loves everything spooky. He 
takes after Lawrence in that respect. 


Today though, she’s helping them carve pretend pumpkins. 
She insisted that they weren’t ready to use real knives, even 
though Jake is nine now. | agree with her completely. Our 
kids with knives would be the definition of chaos, after all. 


The twins giggle quietly to themselves in the corner as Kelly 
wraps the paper chain around Kathryn. The boys are still 
fighting over the apple bobbing station, while Ellie quietly 
tries to stuff sweets in her pockets when she thinks we're not 
looking. 


“Everyone calm down, one thing at a time,” Zooey says. 
She’s always been so good at the whole mothering thing. 
She’s so patient, so caring, so willing to give up everything 
for her family. Though she still has her career, and she often 
helps out at my business too, family always comes first for 
her. And days like this is what life is really about. 


She’s come into her own so much. She’s using so many skills 
in all aspects of her life, marrying the creative and business 
elements of her life together while being a full-time Mom 
too. She’s a superhero in my eyes. As she fusses over the 
kids, | step back to admire her for a minute. To me, she’s still 
the same sexy woman | met at the masquerade party all 
those years ago. 


Suddenly, | can’t wait to get her alone later. Sometimes, just 
when I’m watching her go about her life, | get a craving for 
her hot body. | Know today is a family day, and | love it, but | 
always crave the moments we steal together alone. It’s 
harder now when there’s always a kid at our ankles wanting 
attention, but it makes it so much sweeter when | finally 
have her in my arms. Still, it’s hard not to think about when 
she’s looking so damn good in her tight jeans and her tank 
top. Just a normal outfit for a normal woman, but to me, she 
looks like a queen. She’s my queen. 


Later, she’ll be mine once again. But for today, it’s about the 
whole family. | have to work for a while later...starting up a 


new business has been demanding, especially considering 
that I’m working alone now....but l'Il be back this evening to 
be with them all. We spend a blissful morning bobbing for 
apples, eating sweets until our teeth hurt and even baking 
some Halloween cookies. 


But still, l'm dreaming of a little time alone with my woman. | 
can’t remember the last time | had her all to myself. While 
we usually manage to sneak off for hot sexy moments 
together, we haven't had sex in a while. The kids always 
want to clamber into bed with us, and sometimes the bed is 
weighed down by all seven of us at once. It’s a good thing 
we have a super king size bed, because our little family isn’t 
so little anymore. 


It’s a good thing to that Lawrence volunteered to take the 
kids out as well. Of course, he’s the one who loves 
Halloween the most, and he offered to take the kids trick or 
treating, leaving me a few hours alone with my beautiful 
wife. God, the things | plan to do to her in that time...I’m 
going to make up for all the nights where I haven’t been 
able to touch her. I’m going to give her pleasure like she’s 
never had before. And just when she thinks she’s satisfied, 
l'Il take it to another level and give her even more. 


“Hey babe, you okay?” Zooey says, sidling up to me as the 
kids are finally quiet, doing some drawing at the kitchen 
table. She stands on her tiptoes to kiss my lips and my 
whole body is overcome by the need for her. “You zoned out 
a little.” 


“I'm just daydreaming,” | murmur in her ear. She giggles, 
leaning in close to me and wrapping her arms around me. 


“| bet | can guess what you’re daydreaming about,” she 
says, flashing me her sexy smile and a sly wink. | love that 
she can read my mind. She gets me better than anyone else 
on this earth, and that’s why she’s the perfect woman for 
me. My love for her hasn’t faded even a little bit. In all these 


years, we’ve never had a fight. We’ve never had any issues 
at all, in fact. We're living in our own perfect little world, and 
it suits me just fine. 


| check my watch. It’s time for me to go into the office. 
Zooey looks up at me with sad eyes. 


“So soon?” 


“Sorry baby...duty calls,” | say. | feel bad leaving, but as the 
breadwinner of this family, | have to keep us afloat. Zooey 
gets it, but | can tell she wants me to stay. She kisses me 
once again. 


“My Dad’s picking them up at eight,” she murmurs. “lII have 
a bottle of red wine ready and my best lingerie on. Don’t be 
late.” 


| can feel myself hardening at her comment. Now I’m more 
desperate than ever to get back from work. Even as | leave, 
kissing each of my beautiful children on their heads, I’m 
thinking of the moment | get to return to this place. This 
house I’ve worked so hard for, this life I've earned after so 
many years... 


And the perfect wife who has captured my heart. 
KKK KK 


I’m home at five past eight in the end, just after the kids 
have left with Lawrence. It’s perfect timing, really. | know I'll 
walk in the house and find Zooey ready for me. | can’t wait 
to get my hands on her. There’s a bucket of sweets on the 
doorstep for any trick or treaters who might come knocking 
tonight. | have no interest in answering the door when | 
could be in bed with my gorgeous wife. 


When I open the door to the house, there are no lights on, 
but hundreds of candles have been lit in the hallway. This 
must have taken Zooey forever, but she knows how to put 
on a show. And after all the time we have waited for this 


evening, she wants it to be perfect. She’s done her bit...now 
l'II just have to show her the time of her life. 


| find her on the sofa with a glass of wine in her hand and 
the sexiest lingerie covering her body. It’s black and red for 
the occasion and it takes my breath away to see it on her. 
She smiles at me, uncrossing her legs and standing up to 
saunter toward me. She abandons her wine on the table as 
she begins to slowly, sensually unbutton my shirt. 


“Damn...” | growl. She giggles, ducking her head as though 
she is shy, though she has no reason to be around me. It 
might have been a while since we last had sex, but we know 
each other’s bodies like no other. 


“Still find me hot?” she teases me, kissing my neck. She 
already knows the answer. | growl as | nuzzle her neck. 


“You know | do...plus, Knowing all those babies have come 
from this amazing body only makes you hotter.” 


| immediately feel up her heavy breasts, growling in 
pleasure. Zooey’s eyes meet mine a little nervously. 


She sighs. “Even though I’m curvier now? I’ve put on so 
much weight...” 


“Don’t put yourself down. You’re damn gorgeous. Plus the 
extra weight means | can really let loose in the bedroom and 
not worry about hurting you.” 


“You do turn into an animal...” she whispers with a giggle. 
The glint has returned to her sexy eyes, her sleek black hair 
like silk in my fingers. | move to kiss her lips. 


“Always, when it comes to you...” 


She’s everything I’ve ever wanted. My woman, my life, my 
love, my everything. My Halloween Queen. | sweep her up in 
my arms and kiss her, carrying her upstairs to show her the 
time of her life. On the night of Halloween, everything dark 


and mysterious is released, and the beast within us all is 
unleashed... 


Tonight, the animal in me is all for her. 
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